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Young Wild West's
OR, ARIETTA AND THE OUTLAWS
BY AN OLD SCOUT

CHAPTER I.~The Placard at the Side of the
Trail.
As Young Wild West and the friends who traveled with him on his h orseback rides, in search of
excitement and adventure, were · riding over a
lonely trail in the Rocky Mountains they suddenly came upon a big placard that was nailed
to a big pine tree. Naturally the party stopped
to read it, and when the w.ell-known boy hero, who
was known as the Champion Deadshot of the
West, had glanced over the words he gave a nod
of satisfaction, and said:
"Here is something for us, I reckon. What do
you think of it, boys?"
.
The placard was gotten up briefly and contained
the following:
$1,000 REW ARD!
The above sum will be paid for information that
will lead to the arrest of the gang that is called
the "Mountain Outlaws." Ar. additional reward
of $500 will be paid for the body of the leader,
Dan Hubbard, dead or alive!
(Signed)
P. HASTINGS, Sheriff.
Cheyenne Charlie, the scout, and Jim Dart, a
Wyoming boy, who were the partners of Young
Wild West, read the placard carefully, and then
the former answered:
"Looks all right to me, Wild. Gang of outlaws,
eh? There must be some kind of a place not very
far from here. We've been travelin' since early
mornin', an' we didn't see hide nor hair of anything that looked like civilization, as you call it.
But here, right after we strike a well-beaten trail,
we come to this here notice of a reward. A thousand dollars will be paid for anyone who rounds
up the Mountain Outlaws, an' an extra five hundred will be give for Dan Hubbard, the leader,
dead or alive. How about it, Jim? Do you think
us two kin help Wild an' clean up the gang an'
git the fif~een hundred dollars?"
"I reckon if. Wild undertakes it we'll do it all
right," Dart answered quickly.
"What have you got to say, girls?" the young
deadshot asked, as he turned to the riders who
had brought their horses to a halt right behind
his two partners.
They were Arietta Murdock, his ' golden-haired

sweetheart; Anna, the wife of Cheyenne Charlie
and Eloise Gardner, Jim Dart's sweethftart.
'
'.'O~I I S?-PP~Se you will call this a bit of luck,
Wild, Arietta answered smilingly. "You are
never content unless you are engaged in· hunting
down bad white men or Indians. Of course you
should endeavor to corral the Mountain Outlaws
~nd d~liver the leader, dead or alive, to the sher~
1ff. I 11 help yo~ all I can, that is certain."
"That's the way to talk, little girl!" the young
deadshot exclaimed, as he looked at her admiringly. "Of course Anna and Eloise don't feel
exactly th,at way. As they were not born and
brought up in the West, they can't be expected
to have as much nerve as you. But I am sure
they are willing for us to go ahead and look for
the Mountain Outlaws."
"Of course we are, Wild," the sout's wife declared.
."~t would matter Jittle whether we were exactly
willmg or not," Eloise added, with a smile. "But
as you are continually looking for excitement and
adventures, I suppose here is the chance to keep
going for a while."
• The p~rty o! riders were well mounted, and
liad a pair of pack-horses that carried the camping outfit and supplies with them. These were
in charge of two Chinamen who were brothers
bearing ~he names of Hop Wah and Wing Wah,
who had long been servants for Young Wild West
and his friends. The young deadshot was mounted on his sorrel stallion, Spitfire, while his sweetheart rode her cream-white broncho, Snowflake.
All the others had horses that were as good as
money could buy, so there was nothing that they
~eeded in that line. Wild and his partners had
mcomes that were more than sufficient to enable
them to live in luxury if they chose to do so.
But their hobby was to keep on the go all the
tim~ and search out the wildel?t parts of the
region known as the Wild West at the time of
which we write.
The spot where we find them on an afternoon in
late spring was almost in the very heart of the
Rockies in the State of Colorado. Mining camps
were well scattered about through this region of
the country, though very often it would take two
or three days' travel to reach one of them. The
party had taken a short cut from their last stop-
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ping-place, having no particular destination in
view; but now having struck the trail and read
the placard, they felt that they were duty-bound
to look for a camping-place as soon as possible,
and then start in on their quest for the outlaws.
The trail showed every evidence of being used
frequently. Deep wagon ruts could be seen where
the g r · ·,nd was soft, and the prints of horses'
hoofs were so plentiful that it almost looked as i-f
there was a daily travel to and fro. After again
reading the placar d, Young Wild West turned to
his sweetheart and said:
"Well, Et, suppose we ride a little further along
the trail. If I am not mistaken, I hear the
sound of running water. It will be sunset in a
couple of hours, so if we strike a good place we
may as well go into camp."
"That's right, Wild," the girl answered, and
then she promptly started her horse along the

had quite an amount of it with them now. This
added to the regular stock of food they always
carried with them made them well fixed, indeed,
and if it had been necessary for them to remain
right there for nearly a week they would not have
gone short on their food. They had come down
a little slope into the gully, and the edge of the
trail could be seen as they turned rather sharply
to the right, not more than a couple of hundred
feet from where they had pitched their camp.
"Well," said Young Wild West, after everything had been fixed up to the satisfaction of
them all, "I reckon ,we could hardly miss seeing
anyone go along the trail. We'll just take things
easy while Wing is preparing the supper."
"Lat light, Misler Wild," Hop Wah spoke up,
smiling blandly. "Me gittee plenty wood and Jen
me takee thlings easy, too, so be. Me velly
smartee Chinee. My blother allee samee fool Chinee. He pletty goodee cookee, though."
trail.
Wild quickly caught up with her, the rest fol"Shuttee uppee, Hop I" the cook retorted an'
lowing, Hop and Wing bringing up the rear as grily.
·
they generally did, The young deadshot was not
"There they go ag'in!" Cheyenne Charlie exmistaken when he said he heard the sound of claimed. "Always ready to quarrel."
running water. They did not have to go more
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie," Hop rethan two hundred feet before they came to a torted. "One timee my fool blother thlinkee he
sharp turn in the trail. To the left was the allee samee likee Melican sportee. Len me comee
mouth of a rather wide gully which was fringed 'long and showee him lat he no knowee velly
on either side by stunted trees and- a bunch of muchee. He feelee velly muchee bad, so be, but
vegetation of the smaller order such as vines and no say somethling. Ever since len he workee
the like. Trickling through this was a good-sized allee light and •sleepee velly muchee. . Me velly
brook, while on either bank the grass grew in smartee Chinee. Me · makee plenty fun. Allee
abundance.
samee gleat magician. Makee bad ledskins and
"Here we are boys," the young deadshot called outlaws Jun likee anythling. Velly muchee fightee,
out as he turne'd and nodded to his two partners. allee samee Young Wild West and his partners, so
"I ;eckon you can't do any better than this."
be."
"Right you are, Wild," came from the scout,
"Stop braggin', heathen!" the scout exclaimed.
while Jim Dart gave a nod of ap·proval.
"We aJI know that you're mighty smart, but as
Then they all. turned from the trail and rode I've told you about four hundred times, there
down to the brook. Young Wild West remained ain't no use in you keepin' sayin' it every now an'
in the saddle long enough to pick out a good spot then. Jest 'cause you're a sleight-of-hand feller
for the two Chinamen to erect the tents, and when an' kin beat any card sharp what's livin' playin'
he found it he at once gave them orders to pro- draw poker, an' kin git off more funny pieces of
ceed. All hands dismounted, and while the two business than fourteen men all told, don't mean
Chinamen were unloading the pack-horses the that you h1,we got to keep braggin' about it all the
young· deadshot and his two partners unsaddled time."
the rest of the steeds and proceeded to tie thr m
"Allee light Misler Charlie, me no say somewith lariats where they could get·at the grass and thling more,
so
You velly smartee Melican
have a chance to drink from the brook at the man. Maybe yoube.wantee
chuckee dicee for fivee
same time.
dollee."
Hop and Wing had a system about it, and the
"Huh! As if I'd chuck dice for money with
way they went ahead with their work was r_eally you, heathen! It didn't take me more than two
amazing. Once the pack-horses had been relieved weeks to find out that you was the biggest skin
of their loads they turned their immediate atten- what ever lived. Cleaned me out of quite a little
tion to putting up the two tents that were used . bit of money, I'll admit. But that's all right,
as a sleeping quarters by the members of the heathen. I reckon I've ~ot square with you for
little party. Then while Charlie and Jim looked all you have done to me.'
after the pack ariimals and the two horses the
Hop laughed lightly ·a t this, showing that he
heathens had been riding, Wild and the girls might have agreed with what the scout said, or
turned their attention to sorting over the outfit, so possibly not. Anyhow, it was safe to say that
the arrangements would be completed right away anyone who could get the best of that particular
to make the camp in presentable shape. This was heathen must be what is called ·a "gooq. one." Havnot because they expected anyone to call upon ing fini shed all the work he had to do just then,
them, for it was hardly li·kely that such a thing Hop lighted a big black cigar and walked leisurely
would happen; but they always did it that way, up the a scent to the trail. Then he sat down on
unless it was rather late when they halted for the a rock and proceeded to smoke, looking down
night.
upon those at the camp with a lordly sort of air.
Then the supper would come first. But there This exasperated Cheyenne Charlie somewhat.
was plenty of time for that now, and hence they
"What's he tryin' to do, anyhow, Wild?" he
proceeded as has been described. They had been said, turning to the young deadshot.
lucky in shooting all the game they needed, and
"It would look to me as if he :was trying to get
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you to say something, Charlie," was the smiling and the bullets went over the boy's head. But
Teply.
,
the masked horsemen slackened the pace of their
"Well, if he is I reckon I'll have to say it.'
steeds greatly, coming right on. Crang ! This
Then raising his voice, the scout called out:
time one of them discharged a rifle, and the bullet
"Say you heathen fool, you ain't thinkin' that narrowly missed hitting Jim Dart, flattening
you're 'the emperor of China, or somethin' like against a rock ten feet away. That was all Young
that, are you?"
Wild West could stand. Taking a quick aim at
"No, Misler Charlie. Me takee thlings easy, so the man in the lead, he pulled the trigger of his
be. You comee uppee here and me givee you velly rifle. Crang! As the report rang out the fellow
nicee cigar.''
threw up his arms and fell to the grouncj., his
"Huh! I don't want none of your ,cigars, horse turning sharply to the right and galloping
heathen. Most of 'em has got powder in em, or away in fright. As quickly as they could do it the
some other kind of stuff that will explode an' rest of the gang, which numbered probably eight
putty nigh blow a feller's eyes out. Don't think or nine, swung their horses around and darted
you kin ketch me that way. But I reckon I'll into some bushes that happened to be at the side
come up there, anyho;v.''
of the trail.
As the scout started to go up the little hill the
"Hooray, hooray!" came from the driver and
sounds made by an approaching vehicle o~ some the passengers who were in, the stage-coach. "I
sort came faintly to his ears. Hop heard 1t, too, reckon the Mountain Outlaws got the worst of i~
and so did most <1f. those at the camp.
this time.''
"Hip hi!" Hop called out. "Um stage allee
samee comee, Misler Wild.''
"That's all right, Hop," was the reply. "Such
a thing is to be expected. The trail looks ver_y CHAPTER 11.-John W. Putnam, U.S. Marshal.
much as if a stage and other wagons go over 1t
Young Wild West knew there was no chance of
quite often."
Charlie hastened up and quickly joined the overtaking the fleeing horsemen, for they were
Chinaman, a'nd just as he got there he saw a cloud bound to get away and make good their escape,
of dust down the trail in the direction they had '°r if they chose to do so, hide behind the rocks.
come. Then he was not long in distinguishing an But he hastened toward the spot where the man
old-fashioned stage-coach that was drawn by four he had shot was lying. The boy knew the fellow
was not dead, for he had seen him move. The
horses.
·
"Great gimlets!" he exclaimed. "They're com- fact was he had not tried to kill him, and had
simply shot at his right arm. Cheyenne Charlie
in' as if they was in a blamed hurry.''
This was indeed true, for he horses were at a started after the young deadshot, while Jim
mad gallop, and through th~ <l;ust 1:Jop ~nd th_e turned his attention to the driver and passengers
scout could see the driver swmgmg his whip furi- of the stage-coach. When Wild was yet fifty feet
ously. But they soon understood why the driver from him the outlaw suddenly sprang to his feet
was hurrying the horses. Two shots rang out and darted among some rocks at the side of the
from somewhere behind the stage, and then a trail.
"Hold on, there!" the young deadshot called out.
-volley was fired further up.
"Hey!" Cheyenne Charlie called out excitedlf, "Stop right where you are, or I'll finish you.''
A derisive laugh sounded, and . then they heard
"Come up here, Wild. I reckon road agents 1s
the sounds made by receding footfalls. By the
after the blamed old stage."
But Young Wild West had already seized his time they got to the rocks where the fellow had
there was nothing to be seen of him.
rifle, and he came running up the slope quickly disapppared
"No need of going any further, Charlie," Wild
enough. Jim Dart was right behind him, rifle in
liattd, and then Arietta, bound to take a hand in said, in his cool and easy way. "They might be
the game, grabbed her rifle and followed, leaving waiting for us. We'll just go on back and talk
Anna and Eloise with the cook. With a clatter to the driver and passengers. Possibly we might
and bang the stage-coach bounced along over the get a little information from them."
"It ain't much that they kin tell us, Wild, any
trail, which happened to be quite rough at that
point. Just as Young Wild West appeared the more than we've seen, I reckon," was the reply,
· with a shrug of the shoulders. "But come on.
driver saw him as well as Hop and the scout.
This here is what I call putty good. We've got a
"Hooray!" he yelled. ·
Then more shots were fired. On dashed the job on our hands, an' it ·sorter looks as if we kin
four horses right past where our friends were stay right where we're camped till we've finished
standing. C~arlie_ and Hop wer~ on o_ne side of it. It's a putty sure thing that this is the gang
the trail, while Wild and Jim, with Anetta, were the sheriff is offerin' a reward for.''
"I haven't the least doubt but that it is, Charon the other.
_
lie.''
"Whoa!" the driver called out, as he got about
So saying, Young Wild West turned and walked
twenty feet past them.
.
back to the halted stage-coach. The driver and
But the young deadshot and his companions the three passengers it contained were standing
were not paying any attention to the stage-coach upon the ground talking
excitedly to Jim and AriJust' then. They saw a number of ho1·semen com- etta, while Hop stood close by taking
in everying swiftly down the trail, all of them wearing thing that was being said.
masks over their faces. Instantly the young
"Couldn't see nothin' of 'em, eh?" the driver
deadshot's rifle flew to his shoulder, and in a ring- called out, as Wild and Charlie hastened
to them.
ing voice he called out:
''No, I reckon they know the lay of the land,
"Halt I"
and got away easily," the boy replied.
Crack, crack I Two revolver shots were fired,
"Yes, I s'pase they know all about this here
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part of the country. A putty tough gang that is,
an' you kin bet on it. Dan Hubbard has got a
bunch of men with him what's outlaws for fair.
There ain't one of 'em but what ain't wanted
somewhere for murder an' robbery." .
Jim Dart had of course questioned the driver
about the attempted hold-up, and he learned that
the masked riders had been seen in time to get a
good start on them, and the three men who were
passengers, all being brave fellows, had opened
:fl.re upon the gang with thefr revolvers the moment pursuit was started. Jim had not taken the
trouble to tell them who he was, even when the
men declared that it was more than likely the
interference had saved them, and that they felt
very thankful for it. But when Wild and Charlie came back their excitement had cooled down
somewhat, and after again declaring their thanks,
one of the passengers said :
"It seems a little out of place to see a gal here.
Where was you when you heard the old outfit
bouncin' along the trail an' the shootin' goin' on?"
"There is our camp right down there," Wild '
answered, as he pointed to the mouth of the
ravine below them.
"Oh, I see. Thunder, boys! There's a couple
of more gals, too, an' they've got a camp there."
"That is our camp, as I just said," the young
deadshot retorted smilingly. "Nothing strange
about it, is there?"
"Well, I don't know," and the passel}ger
shrugged his shoulders and looked at his companions as if he thought they might help him out.
"You fellers don't seem to know who we are,"
Cheyenne Charlie spoke up, as he looked proudly
at the young deadshot.
"We know putty well that you ain't afraid of
no gang of outlaws, even if there's a couple of
boys amoJ)g you," the driver answered quickly.
"A couple of boys, eh?" and· Charlie grinned
broadly.
"I should reckon so."
"One of them boys you're alludin' to is the
Champion Deadshot of the West, an' he ain't
afraid of nothin' what ever lived. Huntin' down
outlaws is jest fun for him."
"Champion Deadshot of the West, eh7" and the
driver opened wide his eyes. "Well, it must be
Young Wild West, then."
"That's jest who it is. Boys," and the driver
turned to the passengers excitedly, "there ain't no
wonder that Dan Hubbard's gang turned back.
It's Young Wild West, the terror of all bad white
men an' Injuns, too. Now then, I sorter reckon
that the sheriff won't be long holdin' that money
he's offerin' for a reward. It's !,iollars to doughnuts that Young Wild West an' his pards will git
on the trail of the Mountain Outlaws, an' once
they do it won't be long afore they'll have 'em."
There was only one of the passengers who had
not heard the name of Young Wild West, and he
listened to what was being said with a mild surprise. But when the driver insisted upon shaking
hands with our friends and he saw the others
doing it, too, he followed suit.
"You'll excuse me," he said, as ;he gripped the
hand of the young deadshot. "I am not altogether
a stranger in these parts, though I have been liv·tng in the East for the last ten years. I was born
and reared in Colorado, and I have come back to
take charge of some mining property that was
left to me by an uncle. It is indeed .a pleasure to

grip the hand of a dashing young fellow like you
are. It seemed incredible to me at first that you
should be such a terror to evil-doers, for if I
judge rightly, you are not twenty-one yet."
"Not quite, my friend, but a few months from
now I reckon I'll be able to vote, if I feel like doing so," was the laughing reply.
"Well, I suppose it isn't altogether age that
counts. It's the experience. You certainly must
have had plenty of that."
"I reckon so. We have been following trails
ever since I was a little kid, and I learned to shoot
so l<mg ago that I can't hardly remember just how
old I was."
"And you are now called the Champion Deadshot?"
"I believe there are some who call me that. But
it doesn't matter much to me. I thoroughly enjoy
the life I am living, and it is the same with my
partners and the girls. We keep riding about
the wildest parts of this country, and we are always ready to lend a helping hand to those in
need, while at the same time we keep doing our
best to break up such gangs as the one that just
tried to hold you up."
"I see. Young Wild West, I hope we will meet
again. My destination is at a mining camp which
is supposed to be about eight miles to the northeast, according to what the driver told us. I believe the place is called Liberty Bend."
"Never heard of that place, my friend."
"Is that so? Well, it happens to be a brand
new camp, or rather the name w.as given it less
than three months ago. But excuse me. I haven't
told you my name. I'm Donald Reevers, and I
have been informed that the mining property I
have fallen heir to is wor-th considerable. May
I expect you to visit me at Liberty Bend?"
"Oh, we'll certainly get over that way after
we have fixed up things with this gang of outlaws."
"But three of you would surely not undertake to
capture that villainous crowd."
"I reckon there are more, than three of us," the
young deadshot answered smilingly.
"But you surely don't count upon the ladies to
help you."
"There is a girl there who could help about as
much as any man I have ever met, and I reckon
she will take part :in this little game."
"Me helpee, too, so be," came from Hop, who
was unable to keep from saying something. "Me
velly smartee Chinee. Me ketchee outlaws velly
muchee quickee."
The driver and passengers laughed at this, for
there was a comical way about Hop that was irresistible. But it is doubtful if any of them took
him seriously.
"I was thinking," said Donald Reevers, after a
pause, "that perhaps you would ride over to the
mining camp with us and make your headquarters there. Then I am sure you could select a
dozen good men to help you run down the outlaws."
.
"We'll try them without any help first, Mr.
Reeves. Much obliged to you for the suggestion.
Dut since we have pitched our camp we'll stay
right here for a while. I rather think we'll finish this job in a day or two. Then we'll come
over to your place and give you a call."
The other passengers who belonged over at Lib-
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"Satisfied," the stranger asked smilingly, as
the boy handed him back the paper.
"Oh, yes, Mr. Putnam," was the quick reply.
"Very well, then. I am going tq ask a favor
of you."
"What do you want, Mr. Putnam?"
"I would like to. remain at your camp over night.
I am willing to pay you for the trouble I'll put
you to. The ,fact is I have every reason to believe that the haunt of this outlaw gang is located within a mile of this very spot. Having
nothing in the way of a camping outfit with me, I
would be severely handicapped if I were compelled
to put up alone all night."
"All right, Mr. Putnam. I reckon you can stay
here."
The boy made the answer without so much as
looking at his companions.

CHAPTER III.-Dan Hubbard.
Even though the stranger had shown what
might be called his credentials, Young Wild West
was not wijling to believe that he was exactly
what he r epresented himself to be. However, he
liad readily given his consent that John W. Putnam sh6uld remain at the camp with them over
night. Putnam certainly was gentlemanly in his
ways, and not one bit forward when it came to
conversing with the girls.
"I have been back and forth over this trail at
least five times during the past two weeks," he
told them, "but never have I been fortunate
enough to meet the outlaws. From what I have
been told they have frequently held up the stagecoach which passes every other day along the
trail. But even though I have searched about at
and around the very spots the hold-ups have been
made, I have never been able to find a trace of
the miscreants. Rather disheartening, you will
say, but when you come to think that I am a paid
man of the United States Government, and that
there is a uubstantial reward in view, it isn't likely
that I am apt to grow tired of the search very
soon."
'
·
"I should say not, Mr. Putnam," Wild answered, in his cool and easy way. "Now then, you
might as well unsaddle your horse and tie him
along the brook."
"Thank you. . I'll do that. As I told you a little
while ago, I'll pay you for all the trouble I put
you to."
"Hop, just take care of this man's horse," Wild
said, turning to the clever Chinee.
"Allee light, Misler Wild," and the Chinaman
promptly stepped forward and took'the animal by
the bridle.
The marshal declared that he was quite able to
do it himself, but Hop would not let him.
"Lat allee light, my Melican fliend," he said,
smiling blandly. "Me fixee allee light."
As the Chinaman started off with the horse
after he had tied a lariat about its neck and removed the. saddle and bridle, Wild walked leisurely toward the brook, leaving Charlie and Jim talking with Putnam.
.
."Hop," the young deadshot whispered, as he
caught up with the heathen, "just tie that horse
somewhere between the others. There is quite an
onen snot almost in the middle. Tie him there."

"Allee light, Misler Wild. Me undelstandee.
Me velly smartee Chinee,'1 was the reply, and then
Hop struck up whistling a fantastic sort of air
which might have been composed by some great
Chinese musician, or possibly it had never been
composed at all. Anyhow, he took good care tlf
tie the stranger's horse just about where the
young deadshot had advised him to. The saddle
and bridle were lying upon the ground, and when
he came back the Chinaman picked them up and
quickly deposited them near those that belonged
to our friends.
"Nowlen, Misler Melicah man," he said, "evelythling allee light. If you wantee washee in um
blook you do lat. Pletty soonee um suppee be
leddy. My fool blother allee samee cookee velly
muchee quickee."
"That heathen is somewhat amusing,'' the marshal said, turning to the young deadshot as he
walked leisurely back from the br9ok.
"That's rigl).t. He's our clever Chinee, you
know."
"Clever, eh? Well, I've see-q a great many of
them who are remarkably clever, and tricky as
well."
"This fellow is tricky, too, Mr. Putnam, but not
in the way you would put it, I suppose. Tne fact
is he is a very clever sleight-of-hand performera magician, I should say. Then again, he is full
of fun, and is ca pable of affording a whole lot of
entertainment at times."
"Is that so? Well, I can see plainly then that
it will not be a dull evening." .
Evidently Putnam thought Hop's suggestion a
good one, for he now excused himself and went
down to the brook, where he quickly began making use of the water both upon his face and hands.
As he arose to his feet after the operaVon he
found the clever Chinee standmg with a towel in
his hand.
"Thank you," Putnam said, as ·he took it from
him.
Then after drying himself he drew from his
pocket a silver quarter and passed it to the
heathen.
"Allee samee tippee, so be," Hop said.
"Yes," was the laughing reply. "I imagine you
were expecting it."
"Me likee tippee, so be."
.
As he said this Hop slyly exchanged the silver
quarter for another coin which he had in the
other hand. It looked exactly like the one the man
had given him, but instead it was a very poor
counterfeit
"You givee me um quarter, so me," Hop said,
as Putnam turned to walk over to where the
young deadshot was now sitting with his partners and the girls.
·
"Yes. Isn't it enough?" came the reply.
"Velly bad quarter, so be."
Then Hop put the coin in his mouth and bit into
it, doubling it almost half over.
"A bad one, eh?" Putnam exclaimed, greatly
surprised. "Why, I didn't know that. I'm sure,
my heathen friend, that I wasnt' trying to deceive
you by giving you spurious money. Here. I'll
exchange it for you."
"You makee lillee mistakee, so be," was the
grinning reply; and then Hop handed him the
counterfeit coin.
Putnam took it for granted that he had reall1
given it to the 'Chinaman, so he quickly found
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another and after making sure that it was all
right, he tossed it to Hop.
"You can have this, too, though I suppose -it is
no good to you," he said, as he threw the other
to him.
Hop caught it deftly with his left hand, bowing
his thanks as he did so. Charlie, who seemed to
think that the heathen had deceived the man,
walked quietly over to Hop and said:
"That wasn't no counterfeit what he · give you,
was it?"
"No, Misler Charlie. Me allee samee foolee
him."
.
"You're a great heathen, you are. What did
you do that for?"
"Me wantee ha\ree lillee fun, so be."
Charlie laughed aloud, for whenever Hop got
the best of anyone he always regarded it .as being funny. The sun had disappeared below a
distant range by this time, though it was hardly
growing dark yet. But it was time foT the evening meal, anyhow, and Wing had arranged
things so it would be ready just about that time.
When he announced it there was not one there
who was not actually hungry, the guest included.
The scout's wife had spread a cloth on a big flat
rock which was just about high enough for them
all to stand and eat with something like convenience. Generally they sat upon the ground
when taking their meals, but this. happened to
give them a change. The marshal hung his hat
upon a projecting point· of rock and walked up to
the spot Wild allotted to him. Then as quickly
as the food was brought to them all hands began
to eat.
"Eatin' when you're standin' up gives you a
chance to swaller a little more, I reckon," Cheyenne Charlie observed. "This is the first time
I've done it this way in a week. But I sorter like
it. You kin git a big mouthful of grub an' then
walk around a little as you're chewin'."
"I suppose you have got to get used to all ways
of eating while you're in camp," the marshal answered, with a smile.
"I reckon so, Mr. Putnam," Wild said, in his
cool and easy way. "We eat a great many more
meals in camp than we do inside a house. •- The
fact is we prefer this way of living."
"Which sounds rather strange, though of course
I believe you mean what you say."
.
The conversation _kept right up during the_ whole
time they were eatmg the supper. When 1t was
finally over with Putnam drew a pipe an<l tobacco from his pocket and proceeded to have a
smoke. Charlie followed his example, and then
Hop Wah was not long in producing a big black
cigar, which he lighted and then sat down near
the two. While Wild and Jim smoked occasionally, it had not become a habit with them, so they
did not join in "just then. It was now beginning
to grow dark, but Wing had thrown some fresh
fuel upon the campfire, and as the air became
rather chilly after the sun had gone down, the
warmth that came from it was rather agreeable.
All this time the young deadshot and his partners had been keepig a watch toward the trail.
So far Wild had not made a single comment regarding the stranger, but he felt pretty sure that
both Charlie and Jim suspected him as being one
of the outlaws, even though he had shown a government certificate declaring him to be a marshal.
One thing about Putnam was that he was not
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at all inquisitive. He had not even asked them
how it happened they came to be in that part of
the country, or where they had been bound before
they decided to hunt down the outlaw band. Wild
had been waiting for him to start upon this subject, but finding that he was not likely to do it
very soon he now decided it time to talk a little
upon that point himself.
"Mr. Putnam," he said, as he came over and
sat down near the man, "I r·elieve you said you
had been riding back and forth over the trail for
about two weeks, all the while searching for the
outlaw band."
"Yes, I said that, and it is the truth. But you
ceratinly haven't been here very long."
"No, we only came here this afternoon. We were
not aware of the fact that there was a mining
camp so close by until after we pitched our camp
here. Then a little excitement occurred on the
trail right above us. The stage-coach came along
at a red-hot P!iCe, and after it were eight or nine
masked men."
"Is that so?" and Putnam appeared to be surprised and excited.
"Yes. They were giving the old outfit a hot
chase, but we happened to be here and stopped
them. I shot one of the sneaking coyotes in the
arm, but he got away just the same."
"And you saved the passengers of the stage
from being robbed, then?"
"I reckon so. The masked rascals were glad
enough to get away after I fired the shot that
winged one of "them."
"Just my luck," and the marshal appeared to
be disgusted. "I would have been mighty glad
to be here about that time. Surely I would have
followed them up."
"We had no chance to follow them, since we
were all on the trail up there while our horses
were tied down here."
"You didn't even try .to follow them, then?"
"No, no further than the side of the trail to the
rocks behind which the wounded man disappeared. He was on foot, and we might have possibly overtaken hfm if we had wished to run the
risk. But we have all had quite some dealin&"s
with men of this type, and we know that it 1s
dangerous to look for them when there are plenty
of rocks and bushes about. An ambush is a common thing, Mr. Putnam."
"Yes, you were wise in not following them, I
suppose. But it seems to me I certainly would
have gOnE\ on .in the direction they took when they
fled from _the trail. As I told you before, I feel
sure that the hiding-place of the outlaws is no
great distance from this very spot. If I knew
the exact place the wounded man disappeared I
would feel tempted to proceed along in that direction, even though it is now quite dark."
"If you feel that wa.y about it I'll take you up
there and. show you exactly where it was that we
last saw the fellow. I am satisfied there is some
sort of a path running in among the rocks. But
I don't feel like taking the risk, as I just said."
"I certainly would like to go up there with you."
"All right, come right along, then."
Putnam looked at the revolvei: he carried, and
satisfying himself ·that ij; was all right, he arose
and showed his willingness to go with the young
deadshot. Wild shot a glance at Charlie and Jim
which meant for them to remain right where they
were and keep their ears open. Then we walked
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leisurely up the slope with the marshal, and reaching the trail proceeded straight to the pile of
rocks behind which the wounded outlaw had disappeared that afternoon after the attempted holdup.
"Here you are, marshal," the young deadshot
said, speaking in a low voice, as he paused near
the rocks. "If I am not mistaken, the fellow ran
right behind here,''
"Ah!" Putnam exelaimed, as he knelt close to
the ground and peered behind the rocks. "As
dark as it is, I can see there is a sort of path
here. I wouldn't be surprised if this led direct to
the haunt of the outlaws. I am going to take the
risk of going a short distance, Young Wild West.
Do you wish to accompany me, or will you remain
here?"
"There is really no need of me doing either,
marshal. I have no intention of pursuing the
search for the band of outlaws tonight. I intend
to start in the first ·thing in the morning. If you
want to do a little scouting around her\ I advise
you not to go very, far, so you will be m danger
of getting lost. I'll go back to the camp."
"Oh, just as you please. But I am so eager to
catch these villains that I can't resist the temptation. I am going to run the ,risk of following this
path, for I know it is a path. But I will be careful not to get lost."
·
"All right, marshal. If anything happens to
you just fire a shot, and we'll come mighty quickly
to your assistance."
Then the young deadshot turned and walked
along the trail. Putnam watched him until he
saw that he was going on down to the camp, and
then he slipped quickly among the rocks and proceeded over the path, for certainly it was a path,
exclaiming in a low tone of voice as he did so:
"Good! I have had a good supper, and now I'll
go back and let the boys know of my success. I'll
fix it so that they can come in the dead of the
night, and we'll make short work of Young Wild
West and his partners, and the golden-haired gi_rl
will be my prize. Ha, ha, ha! How easy it was
to deceive them. They say ·Young Wild .West is
as smart as a steel trap, but it takes Dan Hub,b ard to outwit him."
CHAPTER IV.-Outwitting the Outlaw.
Young Wild West had no intenion of going back
to the camp when he parted company with the
man who rep1·esented himself to be·John: W. Putnam, a United States marshal. On the other
hand, he had made up his mind the moment the
alleged marshal spoke of leaving the camp to
search for the hiding-place of the outlaws that
he wouW follow him. · Even though it was now
quite dark, Wild made sure to locate the spot
where the path had been discovered' behind the
rocks. He waited for about two minutes, and
then noiselessly he made his way back to the spot.
"It's a path all right," he muttered, under his
breath, as he stepped slowly along, being careful
to feel his way lest he ~ight stumble over something and cause a sound that would be heard by
- the man who had gone ahead of him. Bound to
track the villain in the dark'Iiess, the young deadshot had no difficulty at all in proceeding, and the
further he went the more of a path it seemed to
be that he was treading. He continued on with-

out making the least sound until he had covered
a distance of possibly a hundred yards. Then
just as he paused to listen a flash of light showed
to the left of him.
The boy knew right away what it was. Somebody had struck a match. The light lingered a
few seconds and then went out, so it was natural
to th(nk that' a pipe or possibly a cigarette or cigar had been lighted. But it mattered little to
Young Wild West which of these it was. He
knew there was somebody close by, and that was
enough to make him proceed toward the spot without delay. The path wound its way among the
rocks, and in one place there were overhanging
bushes that bent so low that the boy was forced
to duck his head in order to get through. But it
was easy, for all that, and after getting through .
the bushes he found himself within a few feet of
a rough-faced cliff which ran upward perpendicularly. He did not go any further then, but
crouching close to a rock endeavored to pierce the
darkness, while at the same time he was on the
alert for the least sound. In less than ten seconds he heard a step, and then he was able to
distinguish the outlines of a man as he appeared
from a very black spot which no doubt might
be the mouth of a cave as the boy instantly
thought. The form was followed by another, and
then Wild saw that someone was smoking.
"So it was dead easy, eh, Dan?" came from the
man who was- smoking in a very low tone of voice.
"Very easy indeed," was the reply. "It struck
me that it would be a good idea to come over and
let you know how I made out."
Wild knew it was the .man who had introduced
himself as the United States marshal who said
' this, and he congratulated himself on having so
easily discovered the hiding-place of the outlaws.
Another question was asked of the man he saw
smoking, and then Dan Hubbard, for it was the
leader of the outlaw gang who had failed to deceive the young deadshot and his friends, proceeded tp relate how he had gone direct to the
camp in the low spot the other side of the trail,
and what happened after he arrived.
"That's great, Dan!" the listener declared.
"Now then, what are you goin' to do?"
"What am I going to do? Why, there's just
the nicest bit of a girl down in that camp you
ever saw. I fell in love with her at first sight,
tlrough of course I didn't let it be known. She
is Young Wild West's sweetheart, too, and I believe her name is Arietta. Quite a fancy name,
too, Dick."
"Yes, but I've heard of that gal. She's s'posed·
to be about as good a shot as most men are, an'
she ain't afraid of nothin', they say."
"P1·obably not. I hope she isn't afraid of me,
for I intend to make her my bride, and that
within a few short days, too. The fact is, Dick,
I have decided to have you come and raid the
camp some time after midnight. That will be
the proper time, I think, for even though some
one is on guard, you can . creep up to within
striking distance, and then I'll attend to the
guard. You have heard more of the doings of
Young Wild West and his partiers than I have,
but I know enough of them to make me feel sure
that the quicker they are put out of the world
the better it will be for all such people as we
are. Of course you know that means that they
have got to be shot, and it must be done before
'
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they have a chance to shoot any of us. No
doubt they have a good supply of money with
them. But whether they have or not, I am . sure
there are enough provisions and other things
that would come in handy for us in that camp
to make things a great deal. more comfortable
than we now have them in the cave. There's
another girl there who might strike the fancy
of you or one of the others of our gang. Then
there is a married woman, too. She is the wife
of the felow they call Cheyenne -Charlie. I hardly think it would be advisable to let any of them
escape. 'Dead men tell no tales,' is an old-time
saying, and there never was a more true one. It
would apply the same to dead women or girls,
but of course it isn't necessary for us to put the
three females out of existence. The two heathens
amount to nothing, and they can be shot down
while the young deadshot, as they call him, and
his partners are getting their medicine. It's a
mighty desperate undertaking, Dick, but I have
weighed it thoroughly in my mind, and I am convinced that it is about the only course we can
pursue, for by -doing as I have planned, we will
not only be ridding the world of the troublesome
Young Wild West- and his partners, but I'll be
gaining a bride, something that I have often
thought would be the best thing that could happen to me."
"All right, Dan. You know very well that
there ain't none of us as would go ag'in anything
you said. You have been leadin' us long enough
to show that you know jest what to do. We've
been pilin' up a little wealth right along, an' I
a'pose if things got too hot for us after this here
piece of business is done we could move away to
some other parts, as you have often said we
would have to do, maybe."
"That's it exactly, Dick. When the raid is
made tonight we want to see to it that everything is taken away from that camp, so in case
any one comes over from the mining camp to
look for Young Wild West and his friends they
will be made to think that they have taken their
departure. That will be an end of the whole
thing, for it would hardly be suspected that the
M:ountan Outlaws had cleaned up Young Wild
:West and the rest of them/'
It can well be imagined what Young Wild West
was thinking of us he listened to all this. But
it was not the first time he had ever heard his
enemies plotting against him, and even though it
might have angered him, there was an exultant
feeling withiri him at that moment, and he could
scarcely keep from laughing aloud.
"Well, Dick, there is no necessity of me going
into the cave. I've told you about all there is to
tell. Now then, you can go back and let the
boys know what's up. Be sure and fetch all but
Sanders with you. He has a wounded arm, and
of. course will not feel like doing much. He can
:remain at the cave until we all come back with
our fair prisoners."
"All right, Dan. What time shall we leave
II.ere?"
"Leave here just about one o'clock. I'll be
awake and ·waiting for you. When you creep
up close to the camp give an imitation of the
Jaoot of an owl. You can do that nicely, as I
l:now. I'll be awake and I'll slip out of the
tent and tackle whoevel". it is on guard without
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delay. I'll ·m ake quick work of him, too; you
can believe that, Dick."
"All right, Dan, I reckon I understand everything · what's to be done. We leave here jest
one o'clock."
"That's it exactly. Now then, I'll go on back
and report that I have been unable to find a
trace of the outlaws.. Ha, ha, ha!"
Wild knew it was time for him to leave, so
he quietly slipped back, and creeping under the
overhangmg bushes, tread noiselessly along the
path, taking care to keep going at a fast walk,
lest the villain might overtake him. Once he
reached the trail the young deadshot started on
a run, and down the slope he went. Charlie and
Jim heard him coming, and he was instantly
challenged.
"It's me, boys," the young deadshot answered,
as he threw up his hand. "No noise."
Then there came a silence, and the next mom ent the young deadshot was in the camp. Then
he hurriedly told them how he had followed the
bogus marshal to the retreat of the outlaws, and
that the villain was coming back.
"Don't any of you say a thing that would let
him know that I just arrived. I want him to
think that I came directly here when I parted
company with him,'' the young deadshot observed, as he sat down close to his sweetheart,
who was eager to learn all about it.
While he kept an eye toward the trail above
Wild talked rapidly in a low tone -o f voice, and
quickly gave them to understand that it was
planned that the camp should be attacked at
one o'clock that night, and that their guest intended to slay whoever it was who might be doing guard <wtY at the time.
"The scoundrel I" Arletta exclaimed. "I never
have believed in a lynching, but it seems to me
that it would be right and proper for us to hang
him."
"An' then riddle -his carcass with bullets,"
Cheyenne Charlie answered, in a voice that
sounded like a growl, for he was plainly much
worked up ov~r what he had heard.
Just then they heard footsteps, and they knew
the outlaw leader was returning.
"Hello, there!" Wild called out, as he arose
to his feet.
"It's me, Young Wild West-the United States
marshal,''. came the reply through the darkness.
"Oh, all right, Mr Putnam. Glad you have
come back."
"I very nearly got lost among the rocka and
bushes," the villain sai,.tl, as he hurried to the
camp. "Didn't meet with any luck at all. I think
you are right in saying that you are going to
wait until tomorrow morning before you pursue
tl).e search for the outlaws."
"That's the way I look at it, Mr Putnam,'' Wild
answered, in his cool and easy way, as the man
stepped into the light. "You can bet that if you
work in conjunction with us you will have the
satisfaction ofL_getting the men you are after,
and I am prehy sure it will be done before sunset' tomorrow, too."
"I sincerely hope so," lied the scoundrel, no
doubt laughing inwardly as he said it.
Cheyenne Charlie managed to curb his feelings, and when the rascally imposter began relating some of his alleged experiences in hunfloo

..,
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ing down criminals in various parts of the West
he listened apparently much interested. Certainly
Dan Hubbard, the outlaw, was a good conversationalist, and the things he told were mostly quite
plausible, though he had a way of making himself a genuine hero in every exploit he mentioned.
Everyone in camp knew of the plot ev.en to
the sleepy Wing Wah. But he had so much confidence in Young Wild West and his partners
that it is doubtul if he was the least worried
about it. Hop was more pleased that worried,
for he had a way of anticipating things that were
likely to happen, and he was eager for the moment to arrive when the guest of the camp wuuld
discover the awful mistake he had made in thinking that he could outwit Young Wild West. In
order to lead the outlaw along nicely, Wild related a few of his experiences, most of them being how he had succeeded in breaking up notorious gangs of outlaws and road agents.
"I honestly believe," he said, as it was drawing near the time to retire for the night, "that
I ·could hardly make a mistake when I once started to do a thing of this kind. Mr. Putnam, I would
wager all I am worth that I'll have Dan Hubbard a prisoner before sunset tomorrow, and that
the members of his gang will either" be dead or
prisoners also."
• "That would be a rather rash wager, Young
Wild West," the villain retorted, with a shake
of his head. "By the way y,ou talk it would
seem that you already have a clew to the
whereabouts of this particular gang."
"I don't know why you should think that. I
certainly haven't been looking for them. I mean
to wait until tomorrow morning before I find
their hiding place."
"Well, then, it strikes me that you have more
confidence than anyone I ever met."
"Confidence is a good thing to have, Young
Wild West." "Yes, but it .don't always help a
person much in an undertaking."
"Not always. But I'm sure it will this time.
Now then, as I intend to rise pretty early n the
morning, I think it will be advisaole to turn in
for the night. You of course will sleep in the
tent with us.""You s1,1rely are going to post a guard?" the
villain asked, as he loolfed sharply at the young
deadshot.
"Oh,. yes. We never omit that, even if we are
in camp right in the heart of a settlement or mining camp. Jim always takes first trick. Charlie
relieves him, and then I relieve Charlie and wait
until daylight, when everybody gets up to begin
another day."
"Nothing like having a system. It shows
plainly that you know exactly what you are
about. Well," and he gave a yawn, "I am a lit 0
tie sleepy, so since you have suggested it I think
I'll go in the tent and lie down."
"All right. I'll go out and look at the horses,
as I generally do. I think so much of that sorrel stallion of mine, you know, that I always
want to see to it that he has all that is needed."
The girls at once sought the tent that was used
a11 a sleeping quarters by them, and then Charlie
led the way into the other tent, while Wild started in the direction of the horses, followed by
,Tim. Hop Wah waited until the guest had en-

tered, and then he followed him into the tent.
When they were a safe distance away the young
deadshot told Jim more definitely of the conversation he had heard after following the outlaw
leader to his haunt.
"Charlie will be on guard when the time
comes," the young deadshot said, "so when you
come to the tent- you want to be sure that you
don't fall asleep. We must both be awake, and
just before the times comes for the villains to
appear we'll take care of Dan Hubbard."
"I understand, Wild," was the reply. "Do you
intend t o open fire on the gang?"
"I certainly do, Jim. They are surely deserving of it. We'll just make Hubbard a prisoner,
and then when the signal is given outside we'll
force him to shout for his men to come on. The
moment they appear we'll open fire on them."
''All right. That settles it."
The young deadshot then walked softly back
to the camp, and pausing close to the tent that
was occupied by the girls, he called Arietta and
in a few whispered words told her that none of
them need fear, and that they could go to sleep
as usual since everything had been planned to
take care of the villains when they came to make
the attack. Then the boy walked around to the
other tent, and entering it, pulled off his outer
clothing as usual and dropped upon his blanket.
So cool and collected was he that Wild was not
long in dropping asleep. The minutes flitted by,
and two hours passed. Then it was not long before Jim came to arouse the scout. Knowing
that most likely the outlaw was awake, neither
of the three said anything that could possibily
make him at all suspicious. The change was duly
made, and Jim dropped down by the side of the
young dead.shot. Half an hour later Wild arose,
and striking a match looked at his watch.
"Twenty minutes to one," he said, aloud. "I
can't seem to sleep very well. Are you awake,
Jim?"
"Yes," came the quick reply.
"How about you, Mr Putnam?"
There was no reply, and then came an affected
snoring. Wild held the match over so he could
look at the man's face. Then nodding to Jim,
he said:
"Just take care of him."
The moment the words came from the boy's
lips Jim pounced upon the villain who was feign~
ing sleep, clutching him by the throat with one
hand and clapping the other over his mouth so
•he could not make an outcry. Wild quickly lent
his assistance, and before Dan Hubbard could
realize what had happened he was·' bound hand
and foot. The cold muzzle of a revolver pressed
against his forehead, and when the thing had .
been accomplished to his full satisfaction, Young
Wild West said:
"Now then, Dan Hubbard, I reckon you know
that you made a mistake in thinking that you
could deceive me. Your gang will be here in a
very few minutes now, and that probably means
the last of them, for we intend to shoot them
down like dogs. I'll take you to the sheriff tomorrow, or as soon as I can get you there, and
claim the reward. How do you feel about it?"
"Outwitted, by jingo!" came from the man.
"You're a human fiend, Young Wild West."
"All right," was the cool and easy reply. "You
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just be quiet now. The moment the hoot of an
owl sounds I am going to tell you what to say,
and if you don't do it I'll blow the top of your
head off."
CHAPTER V.-The Clever Move of Dick, the
Outlaw
The outlaw called Dick who had taken orders
from Dan Hubbard while Young Wild West was
listening near the mouth of the cave was really
what might be termed the lieutenant of the band.
Hubbard 1·elied greatly upon him, since he well
knew that he could be depended upon to do exactly as he was told, and also that he was resourceful and able to give orders at a time when
most needed. The fellow waited until his superior had started from the spot, and then he
stepped back into the mouth of a cave and soon
joined the rest of the bana.
· It was one of the many caves to be found in
that part of the country, and did not seem to
be so very well hidden, which made it appear
strange that the villains had not been tracked
to their lair before. Hubbard had discovered
the place right after he first came to begin operations along the trail in the business of a road
agent. His skillful tactics enabled him to throw
all pursuers off his track, and hence he had begun to regard himself as immune from the sheriff and others who were so anxious to take him
dead or alive. Dick, as he was called, for not
one of his companions knew of any other name
he possessed, soon joined the six men who had
remained in the cave when he answered the
whistle which they knew to be a signal from the
leader.
"Well, boys," he said, after he came back,
"we've . got somethin' a lttle different to 'tend to
·tonight/'
"What is it?" asked Sanders, the man Wild
had shot in the arm that afternoon. "Any
change to git square with the feller what plugged
me with a bullet?"
~
"I reckon there is. You know it was Young
Wild ,vest who shot you, don't you?"
"Yes, that's what you said."
"I know it was. I happened to be lookin' when
he fired the shot, an' I seen you tumble from
your horse.
But it's all right, Sanders.
Dan
has got things fixed up fine. He went to their
camp an' fooled 'em well enough to git 'em to
take him in for the night. He told 'em he was
John W. Putnam, a United States marshal. You
know how Dan got that document from the feller
what was lookin' for us a couple of weeks ago."
"Yes, I know that all right. The marshal by
the name of Putnam got shot fuJl of holes, too,
which put an end to him for good."
"Of course he did, an' served him right, too,
for comin' to interfere with our buisness. Well,
Dan jest thought he would make out he was Putnam. That document was enough to prove it, an.,
it worked fine. Why, he even got Young Wild
West an' his pards to agree to help him out an'
divide the reward between 'em. But the best of
all of it was he left 'em at the camp an' made
out he was comin' to look around a bit to see if
he couldn't find where the gang was located.
That was how he come back to let us know what
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was goin' on. We're all to leave the cave here
at one o'clock tonight with the exception of you,
Sanders. Dan allows that you havin' a wounded arm you couldn't do much, so you're to stay
an' take care of the cave."
"Take care of it!" Sanders exclaimed disgustedly. "What's there to take care of here, I'd like
to know? Nobody is apt to come around spyin'
on us."
"That ain't it. He says you have got to stay
here, so I s'pose that settles it."
"All right, I'll stay, 'cause it ain't likely I
could do much, anyhow."
Then Dick related in detail what they were
expected to do, and what the reward would be.
When he spoke about the girls they were all
eager to finish the job, as they called it. They
even got arguing as to who should fall in to become husbands of the two extra folks, as they
called them. But Dick, who did not seem to take
a great deal of stock in that part of the game,
merely laughed.
·
"It's the share of the money that I'm lookin'
for," he declared. "Dan allows that they must
have quite a little with 'em. But even 1f they
ain't they've got an outfit there that would be
a whole lot good to us. Of course, we won't
dare to touch the horses, not in this part of the
country, 'cause it's most likely that some one
would recognize one or two of 'em~ especially the
sorrel s_tallion Young Wild West always rides. It's
the money for the main thing, that's what I'm
thinkin'."
"We've got to weit till one o'clock, eh?" one
of the villains said, "after a· short silence.
"That's what Dan said, but I s'pose we could
go out a little afore that an' sorter hang -around
t!l.ose by."
All but Sanders thought this would be a wise
thing to do, for it seemed that he did not care to
remain alone at the cave. But they easily outvoted him, and after a while all hands lay down
to get a little sleep before the time came for
them to leave. It was just about half-past
twelve when Dick arose and proceeded to arouse
his sleeping companions.
· "We may as well gp out now," he said, as he
looked at his watch in the light of a lantern th.at
hung suspended from the rocky ceiling of the
cave. "It ain't very far to go, so we ain't got to
take no horses with us. That makes it mighty
good. Now then, I want you all to understand
that Dan's orders is that everything must be
took away from that camp. After we shoot 'em
the bodies has got to be hid somewhere, 'cause
he wants to make it look as if Young Wild West
an' his crowd struck out of their own accord to
some other plac!!. Come on, boys.
Hurry up a
little, It will take us five or ten minutes afore
we kin git close to the camp."
A few minutes later all but the man who was
designated to remain there left the cave, each
carrying a carbine ready for the cruel slaughter
that had been planned by their villainous leader.
It took them but a short time to reach the trail,
and once there they walked noiselessly along until
they came to the spot where they must turn to
descend to the camp below. There was no light
there, but they could see the white tents that
were pitched close to the foot of a steep bank.
The brook trickled along near them, and tba
water glistened in the starlight.
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All was as still as the grave, with the exception
the occasional cry of some night-bird, or the
~owl of a catamount in the distance. Dick cautioned the six men with him to remain at the
,edge of the trail, while he went down to take a
l>ok around. He knew they would obey him, so
it was not necessary to t ell them twice. Down
Jie went without making a sound, and he actually
~t to within thirty feet of the two tents without
leing observed by Cheyenne Charlie, who was
then doing guard duty.
Of course, he had seen the scout before this,
and he felt tempted to shoot him. But Dick was
J1ot going to disobey the orders of hi s suuerior .
"' He took a great deal of stock in Dan Hubbard,
and liked him a s if he had been a brother. The
man remained there watching and listenin_g- until
le felt that it was time for him to go back and
get his men ready for the attack. Just as he
was about to lea ve he hea r d the sounds of a disturbance in the smaller of the two tents.
Startled, he crouched close to the ground and
listened. When he suddenly saw Cheyenne Charlie
walk up to the tent as if elated, he made up
his mind that something was wrong. Then he
listened and heard the sounds of a struggle inside. This was followed by the unmistakable
words of some one indicating that Dan Hubbard
had been seized and made a prisoner.
The spying outlaw was dismayed, and at first
he knew npt what he should do. But when he
heard his leader exclaim, "Outwitted, by jingo!"
he knew for a fact that the scheme had failed
to work. What Young. Wild West said immediate-ly after that came plainly to his ears, and though
he was puzzled a s to how the bov had learned
that the hoot of an owl was to be given as a
signal, he resolved to act without delay.
"This is the worst I heard tell of," was his
mental exclamation, and then turned and crawled
away ;from the spot.
Even though he was much excited and alarmed
as well, he was very cautious about it, and when
he finally got to the top of the little hill he
was shaking and almost breathless.
"Boys," he gasped, "things has gone dead
dead - wrong. Young Wild West an' his pards
has found out who Dan is, an' ...they've got him
a prisoner in one of them tents down there. I
heard somebody say to him that when the hoot
of an owl sounded he would have to make an
answer jest as he was told. They want to trap
us, boys, but don't let 'em cfo it. The hoot of an
owl must not be given now. But you coma on.
We'll get down there an' see what we kin do while
they're waitin' for us."
This startling information was quite enough
to temporarily unnerve the r est of the gang. But
Dick quickly recovered from the surprise he had
met with, and went from one to the other, pulling upon their al'ms, almost fiercely declar ing
that they must do exactly as he said. Then
when he had them so he thought he could depend
upon them all he led the way down the slope
and crossing over to the foot of the bank, so
they would stand less of a chance of being seen
by any one on the watch, he dropped upon his
hands and knees and bade them do the same.
In this way they all crawled along until they
came right directly to the tent that was occupied
by the girls. Dick knew that the leader was a
prisoner in the larger of the two tents, and this
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was enough to sati ~fy him that the female me'Y!bers of the party must be in this one. He thought
for a moment, and then a daring resolve came
upon him. The captain had set his heart upon
having the golden-haired girl for his bride.
Why should -he not make a bold attempt to
capture her and get away? Even if the leader's
desire was never gratified they would have the
girl in their power, and thus be able to dictate
terms that would cause the release .of Dan. All
this passed through the man's mind in much
quicker time then it can be recorded. Certajnly
the outlaw leader's lieutenant was resourceful
and equal to an emergency. But he did not see
fit to tell his companions of his intentions.
He simply turned and motioned them to remain silent. Then out came a keen-edged hunting-knife, and he gave a big slit in the side of
the tent. Another i::lit across and he had an open. ing more than large enough to leap through if it
were necessary. But he was not going to leap
throu~h. He simply pushed aside the canvas
and then thrust his hands through, his head following quickly. It was dark in there, of course,
and he was unable to see anything.
But he could hear human beings breathing. But
it happened that one of them was· awake, and
she had realized that ·some one was forcing an
entrance to the tent. It was Arietta. As quick
as a flash she leaped to her feet, at the same time
drawing a revolver. But ouick as the girl was,
the . villain was readv for her. He reached out
blindly, and by good luck, or bad luck, as it might
be called, succeeded in clutching the brave girl's
arms. Then with all the force he could command h P. pu.Jled her through the opening in the
tent.
"Wild, Wild!" Arietta cried at the top of her
voice, and then she tried to turn the revolver
upon her captor.
"Light out, boys !" exclaimed Dick, in a hoarse·
whisper, and then he aimed a quick blow and
sent the revolver flying from the girl's hands.
Dick was quite a powerful man, and flinging
his right arm about h er, he pinned her arms to
her side and then sti·uck out as fast a s he could
go after his now fleeing companions. Arietta
screamed again, but a hand was clapped over her
JY' ~ 11 t h , and th at ended that part of it fo r the
t i ~ being. Dick knew that Young Wild West
and hi s nartners would be after them hot, and
they were, too, for he could hear them coming.
"Stop where you are!" came the command,
and he knew it was the young deadshot who gave
it.
"Not much, I won't." he called out. "You shoot
·this way an' you'll kill the gal. Stand back.
Boys, give it to 'em."
The men ahead responded by firing three shots,
and then . Dick kept on running. As he reached
the foot of the ascent one of them · lent him
some assistance, and in double-quick time Arietta
was hustled to the trail below.
"Now then, gal," Dick said, as he let her f eet
drop upon the ground, but not stopping the flight
very much, "you jest t r ot along, an' if you open
your mouth an' let out another yell I'll put a
bullet through your head. I don't care if you're
a female or not. It's all the same to me. We've
got you an' we're goin' to keep you till Young
Wild West gives up Dan Hubbard."
Another marr grabbed her by the left arm, and
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then the girl was forced to run or else be d;agged. She chose the former, and among the
rocks she was forced until the path was reached.
Then Dick called another of the men to take
bis place, while. he brought up the rear, a
carbine in his hand.
"Jest let 'em come on through here!" he exclaimed, triumphantly. "It's a might narrow
place through here, an' I reckon the stars gives
enough light for me -to see 'em ,c.pmin'. I'll mow
'em down as fast as they show up."
The rest went right on with their prisoner,
While Dick remained close to the trail on the
watch. But after waiting a couple of minutes
and seeing no signs of pursuit, he decided that
he had better go on to the cave, too. But he
moved cautiously, pausing every few feet to
listen.
"I reckon they've been throwed off the track,"
he muttered. "Sartinly they don't know where
our cave- is. But most likely Young Wild West
will find it after it gits daylight in the mornin',
'cause they do say that he never fails in anything
he tries. But that's all right. We'll be on- the
watch for 'em. Vi'e've got one of them gals,
though I don't know which one it is, an' that
means that we kin hold her till they give up poor
Dan. I wish I knowed how they found out that
the hoot of an owl was to be given for a signal.
Dan ain't the one to tell sich things, even if he
was threatened on bein' killed. But I s'pose after
they nabbed him he up an' told about it, thinkin'
it might save his life. That's only human nature.
after all, an' I ain't goin' to blame him for it."
Dick had a way of settling things to his own
satisfaction by merely talking them over to himself, and now he seemed to think . that he had
solved the problem, so there was nothing left for ·
him to do but to go to the cave and wait the1·e
until further developments. Certainly it would
• not be good policy to return to the vi~in_ity of
the camp, for it was a prett.y sure thmg that
Young Wild West and his partners would be
on the watch.
"We'll have to wait till mornin', that's all,"
he thought, and then after looking around to
make sure that he was . not f-0llowed, he entered
the cave and joined the rest of the gang, who
had taken helpless Arietta in ahead of him.

CHAPTER VI.-Another Disastrous Happening.

The cry from Arietta came so unexpectedly that
Young Wild West and his partners were particularlly dumbfounded for the moment. Both
Wild and Jim were in the tent, while Charlie
was kneeling right at the entrance listening to
the young deadshot as he was ~nstructing . the
prisoner how he must act when his gang arrived
for the purpose of making an attack. Wild was
the first to act, and he almost upset the scout
as he made a leap to get outside.
Revolver in hand, he sprang toward the girl's
tent, and was just in time to see the dark forms
of the villains as they were hurrying away. He
bounded after them, followed by his two partners,
and then it was that the outlaw, called Dick
warned them not to shoot lest they might hit the
captive girl. This was the first knowledge they
had that Arietta had been carried away.
"Great gimlets!" Cheyenne Charlie cried, as he
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ran back to the tent, only to meet Anna anl
Eloise, who were wringing their hands and were
so much excited that they could hardly speak.
Both had been sound asleep when the tent war
ripped open by the prowling outlaw, but theJ
had seen Arietta as she was dragged through thf
opening in the canvas.
"Wild," the scout cried, excitedly, "they've got
Arietta. They stole a march on us."
"That's all right," the young deadshot answel'ed, quite coolly, for he had been quick to re-cover from the big surpr ise. "Take it easy. We'I:
get her away from them soon enough, and yo:r;
can bet on it."
They actually saw the villains as they were
hastening up the slope to the trail, but feared tt
open fir e on them. It was just dark enough u,
prevent them from seeing Arietta, and a sh(j,
mea nt for one of the men might easily hit her,
_"Come on, Wild!" Jim Dart exclaimed. "Don'!let them get too far away."
"No hurry about it, Jim," was the rather Ult-expected reply.
·'No hurry!"
"No. - You have forgotten that I know ju!4
where the outlaws cave is."
"Oh, that's so, Wild," and Jim showed that hf.
felt much relieved.
"If we run on pell-mell after them they wil
have all the chance· in the world to drop us befon
we can see them. Ther, can hide behind the rocki.
and bushes, you know,' the young deadshot wep:.
on to say. "It is rather tough, I know, but Arietta must be taken to the cave,. that's sure. We cai:
only hope that they will treat her well while shf.
is there. It would never do for us to run rigi.
after them now, for I know just what sort of :i'.
place we must go through before we get to thl:
headquarte1·s of the gang."
Then the boy turned and walked back to thl:
camp. It was still dark there, so he called olfi
sharply:
"Hop!"
1
"Me light here, Misler Wild," came the repl:J
as the clever Chinee showed himself.
"Light a lantern."
"Allee light," and the next minute the commanfl
was obeyed.
"Girls," the young deadshot said, turning ~ •
Anna and Eloise, who were still very much frigh~
ened, "there is no need of worrying any. Thif,
is not the first time Arietta has been spiritEi,
away so unexpectedly. I can't quite understantl
how it all happened, for I heard the scoundrel WI'
have a prisoner instruct one of his men just whit:;
to do. The hoot of an owl was to be given as "ti,
signal before they made the attack. But," anf
he shook his head in a puzzled way, "I am qui•
certain tha t no such signal was given. Insteir
the gang crept up and succeeded in kidnappiJI
Arietta. A clever coup, you might call it."
"Ha, ha, ha!" came from inside the larger f£
the two tents, and Wild knew Dan Hubbard wa
laughing at them.
"You sneaking coyote !" Wild exclaimed, as a
rushed to the tent and gripped him by the anklaL
A quick pull and he had him outside in the liglt
of the lantern which Hop was holding.
"You think it's funny, do you?" the boy e&
claimed, as he pointed his gun directly at ta
man's face.
·
"It strikes me that it's a little funni, You•
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Wild West," came the cool retort. "It only proves
that I have men under me who are able to act no
matter what the conditions may be. The plan
was changed, it seems, but not by me. My clever
lieutenant is responsible for that, and I give him
credit for it."
"Dan Hubbard," the boy said, as he reached
over and lifted him to a sitting posture, "I am
going to tell you how we came to know that the
attack was intended to be made. When you turned down the path among the rocks after you
thought I'd started back for the camp I wasn't
long in getting after you. I heard all you said
to your lieutenant, as you call him. His name
is Dick, I believe."
"I thought that must be the way of it," came
the reply, just as if the prisoner was not at all
alarmed at the position he was placed in.
"You thought just right, then. Now then, it
seems that your men didn't obey you altogether."
"And I am yery glad of it, for they have one
of your girls a prisoner. That makes me feel
good, and you should know why, · Young Wild
West."
"I suppose you think that as long as they
have her a prisoner you will be safe from harm."
"That's it exactly."
"Well banish such thoughts from your mind,
then. I just told you that I followed you to your
cave, didn't I?"
l)an Hubbard made no reply to this.
"It means," the boy went on, in his cool and
easy way, "that I can certainly go there again. I
am not going to be in any great hurry about it,
for it stands to reason that your men will be
watching, and I might be shot down before I had
a chance to know I was in danger. No, Dan
Hubbard, I am going to wait a while, and then
when they think they are secure in the cave I'll
appear before them unexpectedly. You see that
there has really nothing been gained, after all,
for just as sure as you're alive now the girl will
be brought back here safe and sound, while you
will be placed in the hands of the sheriff."
"You say it very nicely, Young Wild West,"
came from the prisoner.
But he was only bluffing now, as they could all
tell by the tone of his voice.
"Maybe I do, but what I am saying is the truth,
and you know it, but of course will not admit it.
You are -doomed, Dan Hubbard. You will never
get away from us alive, unless you go as a
prisoner."
"How do you feel now, you meAsly coyote?"
Cheyenne Charlie asked, as he kicked at the helpless man to show his contempt for him.
"Don't do that, Charlie," the young deadshot
spoke up, quickly. "He's bound hand and foot
now, so don't abuse him."
"I didn't hurt him any, but blamed if I don't
feel like kickin' his whole head off," the scout
declared.
"Girls," Wild said, after a short silence, "go
back to your tent and lie down. You may just
as well sleep, for you will gain nothing by keeping awake and worrying. I feel confident tliat
Arietta will soon be restored to us."
There was something that was almost exasperating in the wonderful coolness the boy displayed.
But they were all so used to his ways that they
quickly began to feel that what he said· was right.

But Anna and Eloise were in nci hurry to retire'
to the tent again. They were very much awake
now, and it is doubtful if they would get any
more slee~ during the balance of the night. There
was one mmate of the camp who was sleeping
soundly through it all, however. This was Wing
Wan, the COOK· The screams of Arietta and the
shots that had been fired must certainly have
aroused him for the moment at least, but if such
was the case he had dropped off into slumber
again, and there he lay on the blanket in the tent
just as if nothing had happened. Wild sat down
and proceeded to arrange his cartridge belt.
Charlie and Jim stood watching him, neither saying a word, while Hop squatted near the prisoner.
After a while Anna and Eloise announced that
they· were going back in the tent. Jim walked
over and assured his sweetheart that she had better take things easy, as Wild had advised, and
then for the second time that night he bade her
good-night. Ten minutes passed with scarcely a
word being spoken. Then Cheyenne Charlie, who
could contain himself no longer, looked earnestly
at the young deadshot and said:
"Ain't it about time we started out, Wild?"
"In a few minutes, Charlie," was the reply. "I
want to give them time to make them feel that
they are not aware that I know just where they
are located. But naturally they would be on the
watch, thinking that we would follow them. The
longer we remain away the more they will feel
that such is not the case."
·
"I s'pose that's right," and the scout sat down,
though he was plainly very uneasy.
It would have been difficult for a person of the
average temperament to act as Young Wild West
did just then. Nine out of ten would have rushed
pell-mell in a wild pursuit if their sweetheart had
been so rudely torn from them. - But as ha.s before been stated, this was not the first time by
any means that Arietta had met with such an
adventure. It was just about half an hour after
the kidnapping occured when Wild declared that
he was ready to set out.
"Now then, boys," he said, as he nodded to
Charlie and Jim, "I want you two to go with me.
I am going to let Hop remain in charge of our
prisoner."
"Right you are, Wild!" the scout exclaimed. "I
reckon that heathen kin do his part all right. He
ain't in the habit of lettin' prisoners git away, not
when he's told to watch 'em."
"Me fixee velly muchee quickee, Misler Charlie," the clever Chinee answered, and then he ran
and got a lariat.
There happened to be a tree close by, and drag-,
ging the helpless outlaw as if he had been the
carcass of a buck to it, Hop hastened to use the
rope so it would be impossible for the man to get
away. Wild thought it was a good idea, so he remained until he saw that the Chinaman had tied
the prisoner securely to the tree. Then he nodded, and without a word turned toward the slope
that was directly ahead of them. Charlie and Jim
were more than glad to start out to save Arietta,
and up the hill they went right at the heels of
their dashing young leader. Wild paused when
he reached the trail, and after satisfying himself
that the outlaws were nowhere near at hand, he
stepped lightly along and soon came to the rocks
where the path that led through to the cave of
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the outlaws started. When he came to it he
waited until Charlie and Jim joined him, and then
in a whisper said:
"Now then, Charlie, you keep about half a dozen
feet behind me. Jim can remain the same distance behind you. Have your guns in readiness,
for we can't tell what moment we might have to
use them. Dan Hubbard's lieutenant, as he calls
him, certainly has shown himself to be capable of
doing a fe$ things on his own hook, and he might
give us another surprise."
The two nodded, and then after listening for
fully half a minute without hearing anything
close at hand, Wild continued along the path. He
scarcely stopped until he came to the very spot
where he had crouched and listened to the conversation that •had passed between the outlaw
leader and his lieutenant. The black spot a-lmost
directly befor e him he knew must be the mouth of
the cave. But there were so many overhanging
branches, and there being a steep cliff running directly upward, it was much darker than out somewhere in an open spot. No sounds came from the
cave, but this meant nothing, for all three Jrnew
it was quite possible that it might extend far back
under the earth. Wild motioned for his. companions to follow him, and then creeping forward
on his h ands and knees, quickly found himself
entering the cave. It was as dark as a pocket
inside. The fact was he could not see even the
outlines of anything. But accustomed to venturing into such places, he moved along to the left
until he came to a rough, rocky wall, and then
rising to his feet he stepped along noiselessly, feeling his way carefully as he did so. He knew his
partners were right behind him, so he hardly took
the trouble of turning his head. After going
along for about twenty feet he found himself at a
sharp turn. A cool draught of air came from
somewhere, too, and this told him that there must
be an opening somewheres else in the underground place.
As he turned the corner he saw a light which
he knew must come from a lamp or lantern. It
was not very far away, either, so he stepped back,
and as Charlie and Jim came up close to him he
informed them of it.
"Now then," he whispered, "we have got them
dead lo rights. But the best thing you two can
do is to remain right here until I investigate."
They promptly toJa him they would do so, and
then he stepped along and soon came to that part
of the cave which was occupied by the outlaw
band. As the boy peered around a corner of the
rocky wall he saw a lantern resting upon a rough
board table. N ear it sat a man with his arm in
a sling, and he knew right away that it was the
outlaw he had wounded that afternoon. He was
forced to take another step to see anything further, and when he did so and discovered two men
sitting on a rock, each with a revolver in his
hand, he was somewhat surprised. But it was
evident they were guarding some one or something, and naturally the boy thought it must be
his sweetheart. He soon found that such was
-the case, for as his eyes became accustomed to
the poor light in the cave he saw a form sitting
in a dark corner. It was Arietta, he knew, and
it must be that the two men were guarding her,
while the wounded man sat over at the table.
But where were the rest of the outlaws? That
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was somewhat puzzling to him at first. However,
he decided that they must be outside somewhere,
probably trying to find a way to rescue their
leader. Wild knew that he could easily open fire
on the three villains in the cave and put an end
to their lives in quick order. Then he would be
able to take Arietta out of the cave in a hurry.
But he was not ready to shoot the villains down,
even thought he knew they were after his life.
He decided that the best thing to do was to go
back and get Charlie and Jim to help him. Then
the three might be overpowered and made prisoners. Making up his mind to do this, he turned to
go back, but just as he did so he heard footsteps
in the outer part of the cave. Certainly Charlie
and Jim would not make all that noise if they
were walking about, so there was only one conclusion to come to, and that was that the rest of
the members of the band were coming. The boy
stepped back, feeling that his two partners would
quickly take care of those who were coming. But
in doing so he went just a trifle too far, and was
discover,ed by the wounded man, who quickly
uttered a sharp cry of alarm. At the same moment the voice of Cheyenne Charlie rang out
sharply, and then the sounds of a struggle were
heard further out in the cave. Wild knew he was
in for it now, so turning toward the two men who
were running toward him, he exclaimed:
"Hands up! I have got you dead to rights."
Up went the hands of the two instantly as they
came to a dead standstill. But not so with Sanders, the man with the broken arm. With his good
hand he seized an empty barrel that was right
near him and sent it straight at the boy. Before
he could avoid it the barrel struck him in the side
and then Wild went to the ground, his hand still
clutching the revolver.
Crack! He fired as the two men lowered their
hands and pounced upon him. One of them gave
a sharp cry and dropped, but the other fell upon
the boy and wrenched the revolver from his hand.
Then Saunders rushed to the spot and lent his assistance, and the result was that the young deadshot was quickly overpowered and made a prisoner. Shouting and shooting came from the outer
cave during this time, and presently a man rushed
in. It was Dick.
"Look out, boys!" he called out. "Git back in
a corner. -They're after us. They're all done for
but me. It was shootin' in the dark, but I could
see by the flashes that they went down."
Then for the first time he saw that the two
men were holding a struggling from to the
ground.
"It's young Wild West. We've got him," the
wounded man cried excitedly.
"Ha!" Dick exclaimed. "Is that so?"
~hen he J!Ounc~d upon the helpless boy and joined m draggmg him back to the corner where Wild
was sure he nad seen Arietta sitting. The girl
was there all right, but she was tied hand and
foot, while a handkerchief was bound tightly
about her mouth to prevent her from making an
outcry. No doubt she had been struggling violently to release herself when she realized that her
dashing young lover had been overpowered. But
she could no moi;e than move half a dozen feet,
and certainly was powerless to lend him any assistance. Now it was too late, for, like herself,
Wild was a prisoner
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CHAPTER VII.-Charlie and Jim Are Puzzled.
Cheyenie Charlie and Jim Dart did exactly as
the young deadshot told them. They remained
right at the sharp turn in the dark cave waiting
fo1· him to come back and t ell them what the
next move should be. But when they suddenly became aware that the cave was being entered by
more than one man, they felt right away that
some of the outlaws must have been outside wh.en
they arrived there. Naturally they made ready
to fire. But both knew quite well that Wild
wanted to take the outlaws alive if it were possible, so they tried to find a place·to hide so they
might not be discovered. It happened just then
that a match was struck by one of those approaching, and they knew if they so much as moved they
would be seen. They crouched close to the wall
while a lantern was lighted by one of the men
who had just entered. But when they counted
five of them and saw them coming directly toward them they knew that something had to be
done. Then it was that Charlie yelled out to
them to hold up their hands.
The man with the lantern placed it on the rocky
floor in a hurry and jumped back, while his companions promptly opened fire with their revolvers.
But fortunately the bullets did not hit Charlie
and Jim, and they answered the shots.
Each
dropped a man at the first attempt, and then the
shots came faster than ever. The two dropped
to the floor as one of the villains fired a shot that
extinguished the lantern. There was nothing to
do now but to take a chance, so they kept firing
at random ,and just as they had about emptied
the chambers of their revolvers a man leaped over
them and darted around a turn. This was Dick,
of course, and the two heard him talking in the
other part of the cave, though they were a little
too far from it, and there being such a thickness
of rock between them that they could not understand the words or guess what had happened
there. After lying there for a couple of minutes,
Charlie touched Jim on the arm, and then arose
to his feet. Thinking that possibly Wild might
have gone out by another way, they crept softly
through the darkness, and after coming in contact with the stiffening forms of two of the outlaws, they reached the outlet.
"Whew!" the scout exclaimed, as he breathed a
sigh of relief. "What are we goin' to do now,
Jim?"
I
"The first thing to do is to find Wild," was the
reply. "I am satisfied he is back in the cave
somewhe1·e yet."
"But he might have gone· out. There sartinly is
another way to git out, you know."
"I don't believe that," was the whispered reply.
"Somebody jumped right over us, you know."
"Yes, but he was going the wrong way to get
out."
"That's so, too, though blamed if I could tell
which direction he jumped. A feTier is bound to
git putty well mixed up in a place like that."
"I'm certain that whoever it was that jumped
over us went the same way that Wild did, and
that means that he has had no chance to come
out."
"Yes, I s'iose so. All right. Blamed if I know
what to do•

•

"We've got to go back in there and look for
Wild. We know that A:rietta is a prisoner in
there, and that he left us at the turn in there in
the dark to go and investigate after he saw a
light. There were five men who came in, but that
isn't the whole number of the outlaws, you know."
"There was five of 'em what come in, sure
enough, but I reckon all but one of 'em got
downed."
·
"We don't know about that."
"Well, I feel that way, anyhow. There. was
only one what jumped over us when we was
stretched out on the floor to dodge the bullets
what was flyin' through the dark."
"Come on, we'll go in and find out. Unless
something has happened to Wild, we'll hear from
him."
"S'pose we call out to him."
"We will, but wait until we get inside and find
a good place to hide first."
Without saying anything further Dart turned
and re-entered the cave. He knew it was a risky
thing to do, but bent upon finding out what the
result of the shooting had been, he struck a matchll
at the same time keeping close to the rough wa
at the left. As the flame flared up and sent out a
light for a short distance he saw one man
stretched out on the ground, while another lay
doubled up near it. They were .dead outlaws, he
was sure. The match went out, and then Jim
boldly walked across to the other side of the cave
and struck another. He found a man just breathing his last here, and waiting until the breath left
·him, he ventured a little further, and another
match was lighted. Then he came upon the
fourth, so he knew that Charlie was right in his
conjecture. Five had come in, but only one had
succeeded in escaping and getting further back
into the cave. The scout had been kneeling a
short distance away, a revolver in either hand,
while J im lighted the matches. But no one had
showed up, so he now struck a match himself and
walked over to where the boy was standing. Jim
nodded for him to- come on, and stepped softly
along until he came to the very spot where Wild
had left them when he proceeded toward th~ light
to make an investigation. They looked around
the turn and saw the light all right. But neither
felt like ventu1ing any further toward it, -since
they knew that there was at least one villain
there who would not hesitate to shoot them down
on sight.
"Charlie," Dart whispered, "call out to Wild.
You can do 'it better than I can."
"Right you are," came the quick reply, and then
the scout raised his voice and shouted:
"Wild, Wild! Hello, hello!"
"Look. out, boys. Don't come this way. There
are three of them waiting for you. Don't--"
It was the voice of the youl)g deadshot, but
what he had intended to say was cut short, and
Charlie and Jim both understood why. A hand
had unaoubtedly been clapped over his mouth. But
they had heard enough to let them know it would
be dangerous to proceed toward the light.
"Great gimlets!" Charlie exclaimed, as he stepped back close to the side of his companion. "Matters is gittin' a whole lot worse instead of better.
. They've gone an' got Wild now. What do you
think of it, Jim? Got him an' Arietta, too."
"It can't be helped, Charlie," was the reply.

'
YOUNG
WILD WEST'S LUCKY DROP

17

•But there is one thinng sure; we have got the an idea that we can make a short-cut right from
this point. The trail must be lying off that way,
leader of the gang, and I reckon that about off
aets it. The thing to do now is to find a means and quite close by, at that."
He pointed to the left as he spoke.
'
that will enable us to beat them out. Of course
"Right you are, Jim. I'll go back an' git a rope.·
it might be e!sy to arrange to exchange the prisoners, for sureyl they ought to be willing to give You kiri stay here till I git back."
Jim nodded, for he was hopeful that with the
up Wild and Arietta for their leader."
.
"We ain't goin' to do that, unless there am't rope they might ·succeed in finding another way
to get into the underground place· and do someJlO other way out of it," Charlie .declared.
Jim nodded, for he thoroughly agreed with thing to save Wild and Arietta. Charlie looked
the scout on that point. But they both felt that ahead and made sure that it would be easy for
something must be done without delay. The three him to make his way in that direction, and started
eutlaws who held Wil'd and Arietta captives might back without any further delay. When he found
at any moment decide to kill the young deadshot. that he had but a short distance to go to reach
However, it would be nothing short of suicide to the trail he was more than pleased. Once he got
proceed on through the passage and attempt a •there he simply had to walk a dozen paces and
rescue. Dart thought hard just then, while the he was looking down at the camp. It did not take
scout stood looking at him. A short silence en- him long to get there. Hop was sitting down near
the prisoner, and everything was quiet. The
sued, and then Jim said:
"I reckon the best thing we can do right now, Chinaman arose as the scout appeared.
"Whattee mattee, Misler Cha1lie?" he asked.
Charlie, is to try and find another means of get-"A whole , lot's the matter, heathen," was the
ting into that cave."
"That's it I" the scout exclaimed. "There sar- reply. . "The outlaws has got Wild as well as
tinly must be another way, for there's an openin' Arietta."
"Ha, ha, hat" laughed Dan Hubbard, fiendishly.
somewhere. The draught of air blowin' through
"Once more my bold lieutenant has outwitted
is enough to -let us know that."
you."
"Come on, then."
"That may be, you sneakin' coyote. But jest
So saying, Jim led the way out of the cave and
started along the foot of the cliff to the left of the keep your mouth shut or I'll put a bullet through
mouth of the cave. Charlie was right after him, you, even if you are tied hand and foot," Charlie
and they went along for a distance of fully a answered, angrily. "Maybe you heard some shoot-hundred yards before they found a way ~o mou~t in' up this way, an' if you did I'll let you know
to the high ground above. Once they (lid find it that four of your- men got killed. There's only
they were not Jong in going upward. Reaching a three of 'em left, an' they're in that blamed cave
small plateau which was well covered with trees of yours with Young Wild West an' the gal. It's
and other vegetation, they turned back in the di- sich a narrow place to go through in order to git
rection above the cave and discover an opening to 'em that we allowed that it wouldn't be jest
somewhere. But nothing of the sort could they the right thing to do, so we've made up our minds
find when they got there, and then bound to keep to git in another way. I'm goin' to take a rope
up a search until some good result was obtained, over there an' lower myself down the cliff on the
Jim suggested that they proceed across the pla- back side of the cave, an' git in that way."
The scout leaned over and watched the effect
teau. Through a patch of d.ense woods they made
their way, and just about two hundred yards from of his words as he said this. The glare of ·the
the edge of the cliff they found themselves de- lantern was shining directly upon the outlaw
scending a steep hill, where there were no trees, leader's face, and the start he gave told Charlie
though bushes and rocks were plentiful. The sound instantly that he had hit upon the right thing
made by rushing water came to their ears, and as when he mentioned the fact that he meant to
neither of them knew there was anything like a lower himself over the cliff and look for a means
stream bigger than an ordinary :t>rook in . the of entrance to the cave.
"One of your men told me an' Jim jest afore. he
, vicinity, they were somewhat surprised. A httle
further down an!\ they came to the brink of a died," the scout answered, thinking it advisable to
chasm. In the bright starlight they could see tell an untruth just to help matters along.
"He did, eh? The fool!" and the angry gleam
quite a distance below, and it took but a glance for
them to re~lize that they were looking down into a that showed in the prisoner's eyes told how ve~ed
narrow canyon, at the bottom of which was a he was. "Are you telling me the truth?" he went
on, looking sharply at Charlie, "when you say
swiftly-flowing stream.
"Here we are, Charlie," ,Jim Dart said, turning that four of my men were shot?"
"You kin bet your life I am, an' I wish I was
to the scout and shaking his head to show that he
thought they had not gained much by coming that able to say that all of 'em was shot. But they
way. "It may be that there is an opening in the · ain't. Three of 'em has got Wild an' Arietta, jest
cliff below us that leads on through to the cavern- as I said.
"And you mean to go there and save them by
ous place in which the headquarters of the outlaws is located. But we have no means of finding means of a rope?"
"That's it exactly. I know it kin be done, an'
1>ut, so I suppose we're just as badly off as when
I'm goin' to do it as soon as possible."
we first climbed up to the plateau."
"You can sav.e all that trouble if you like."
"That's where I was a fool for not bringin' a
"How kin I?" Charlie asked, quickly, as he
lariat with me," the scout declared. "If I had
one you could lower me down ·a n' I'd blamed soon leaned closer to him.
"Liberate me. I promise you that if you do,
find out if there was a way to git into that blamed
Young Wild West and his sweetheart will be perl,ig cave."
•
"Well, Charlie, it wouldn't take a great while mitted to come directly here as soon as I can get
to get back to the camp and get a rope. I have to the cave and set them free."
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"You
think I'm a fool!" Charlie exclaime d
B h
angrily. must
"As if I would
do anything like that.'·' '
ot men obeyed. When Sanders held the lanThen he turned away from him and quickly se- tern close
to the young deadsho t, Dick said in
cur~ the lariat he had come for. Anna and a tantalizi ng way:
Eloise had come from their tent by this time, and
"Take a look at your gal, Young Wild West
they wanted to know all about what had happene d
'cause I
it to be the last time you'll eve;
When Charlie had told them and was about t; see her. mean
I've sorter made up my mind that the
leave the spot the prisoner called to him again
b~st thing
do with you is to git rid of you
"See here," he said, "if you fear that I won't right away.we Ikin
know Dan Hubbard would do it if
keep my word in the matter, I'll arrange it in he was
here, an' I'm takin.' it on myself. Now
another way. Free my right hand for a few min- then, look
at her, an' see how innocent an' putty
utes, al!-d I'll write a note which you can deliver she looks."
to my lieutenan t. After reading it-he will prompt"Keep
your courage, Et," the young deadly release young Wild West and the girl. But shot said,up
as he turned his face toward her.
bef(!re I write the note you must promise me that.
Arietta coul~ not make a verbal reply, but the
I will b~ set f!ee the moment they come back."
nod she gave him told that she was quite calm in
Charlie hesitated . At first he felt inclined to spite of her perilous
situation .
make the agreeme nt. But he knew very well that
"There, that will do," Dick said. "You have
Wild did not want Dan Hubbard to go free, so he seen the last
of her, an' she's seen the last of you.
answere d:
It happens that there's a fine hole to chuck you in
:'No. I won't do nothin' of the kind. You're an' then we'll have
doomed to be put in the hands of the sheriff if there ain't no other the gal to trade for Dan 1 if
way of gittin' him free.''
you live till we kin find him. I'll go an' do ;{s I
"Goin' to chuck him down the natural chute
,aid I'd do."
Dick?" Sanders asked, as if he was somewh at
"Better change your mind. You might fail in surprise d.
your attempt, " came from the prisoner .
"That's jest what I'm goin' to do. While Pete's
"Never mind t:t\at," Charlie retorted. "Hop, jest keepin'
you jest roll the big stone away.
keep an eye on him. Don't let him git away. If You kin watch
do it all right, even if you have only got
you do you'll never dare to show your face to one hand.''
Wild ag'in.''
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie. Me watchee .
"Oh, I kin do it all right, I reckon.''
velly muchee good, so be. ,Me velly smartee Chi"Go ahead, then. •Take a lantern with you so
nee," the Celestial answere d. ·
kin see."
'
Then the scout bade Anna and Eloise go to their you
Sanders promply turned and hurried toward
tent, and he promptl y started off with the lariat
the other side of the cave. It was quite a big
which he had slung over his shoulder . He went place,_ a~d he went
so_ far that Ariett.i, and the
on at a run, and in less than five minutes he saw two villams
were left m the darkness . 'Ole girls
Jim standing at the brink of the precipice waiting heart was beating
wildly now, for
felt <:er. anxiousl y for him.
tain that Wild was to be put to death.sheShe
strug"I've got the rope, -all right," he called out, "an' gled to free herself,
an(j
actually
rolled over so
I reckon this notion of mine is goin' to work." .
her head
contact with her lover's arm.
"I hope so," Jim answere d, as he hastened to At that came inCheyenn
e Charlie · shouted from
meet him. "I've been looking downwa rd, and the othermoment
part of the cave, and Wild answere d
even though it's quite dark down there, I am sat- him as quick
a flash, only to have his words cut
isfied there is a ledge not more than forty feet off by Dick'sashand,
which was placed - over his
Charlie at once began uncoilin g the rope. He mouth. But the warning
was enough, and the boy
told of his conversa tion with Dan Hubbard as he knew it. Dick
swore in an underton e, bqt kept
was doing this, and Jim became greatly inter- the revolver close
to the boy's head.
ested.
"You jest try that ag'in," he said, "an' I'll shoot
"The chances are we will ' succeed, " the iatter you afore I chuck
you down the chute. I'd rather
declared . "Put the rope under your arms, and p~t yo~ down
there alive, thpugh, 'cause you
I'll lower you down."
might hve a few seconds or maybe a little more
It was but the work of a minute for the scout an' that
punish you all the worse. Yo-d
to obey, and then after Jim had taken a turn have run would
race in this here world Young
about a convenie nt tree, he let himself over the Wild West,your
an' now your time has come: Never
edge of the cliff and slowly descende d down the ag'in will you
·meddle with outlaws an' sich like. ·
face of it.
You're only a kid, an' some might think it a
shame that you have got to die so young. But
look all the good that will come from it. You
CHAPT ER VIII.-A rietta's Peril Increases.
can't never interfere with any one ag'in, not in
I
this world, anyhow. "
The three outlaws did not seem to regard it
"You're nothin' short of a fool if you really
necessar y to tie the hands of Young Wild West intend to kill me," the boy answere d, coolly.
after they had made him a prisoner . He was
"Is that so? I'll take the -chances on that. Dan
forced to lie upon the g r ound within a few feet Hubbard always allowed that I had a putty good
of his helpless sweethea r t, Dick kneeling upon his head on me, an' I ain't never made a mistake yet.
breast with one knee and keeping a revolver close I ain't this time.''
to his head.
"All ready, Dick," came from the other side of
"Sander s. fetch that lantern here," the villain the cave.
.
called out. "Pete, you step over to the left, an'
It was Sanders who -was speaking .
be ready to shoot if them ' other two tries to git
"All right," was the reply. "Come over here
in here.''
1
an' we'll settle this business right away.''
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The wounded man hurried to the spot, carrying
the lantern wit h him.
"Hear anything, Pete?" Dick asked, a he stepped over toward the man who was on guard.
"Not a thing," was the reply. "They don't
dare to come this way, that's sure."
"All right, then. I reckon you had better light
another lantern, so you kin make sure that they
don't sneak up on you."
Sanders quickly found another lantern and
lighted it. Then he placed it where Pete told him
to, and they were ready to proceed to put Young
Wild West to death.
"Got your gun ready, Sanders?" Dick asked.
'"Yes."
"All right. I'll put mine away, then. You jest
keep the muzzle of it close to the kid's breast. If
he tries to break away, shoot him. Don't forgit
to do that, 'cause I know Dan will say it was .ill
right."
·'I'll do it quick enough. I've got it in for him,
anyhow. I've only got the use of one arm on his
account," came the reply.
Wild felt the other revolver pressed against his
breast, and then Dick seized him by the arms and
started to drag him over the rocky. :flooring of
the cave. A-muffled shriek came from Arietta at
this. Wild attempted to make a struggle, but
when he felt the rev.olver pressed against him and
saw the gleaming eyes of Sanders, he be~me
quiet instantly. Many things flashed through his
mind at that moment. But the one hope he had
now was that his life might be spared, and to
force the villain to shoot him was not the thing
to do."
He would take his chances of being hurled
downward into the depths of some deep hole
rather than have it done. Dick was a powerful
man, anyhow, but it seemed to be easy for him
to drag the boy to the mouth of a small opening
through which came a draught of damp air. Wild
felt it on his face. It was cooling, but did not
suggest anything but death.
"In with him," Sanders said, and then he gave
the boy a pull forward and let go of him.
Wild threw out both hands in an effort to
clutch at the· rocks on either side of him, but Dick
struck downward with his foot and caused him to
fall .backward. A despairing cr y came from the
lips of the young deadshot, and then there was a
rattling of dirt and stones.
·
"Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Dick, fiendishly. "That's
the end of him, an' r know it. We chucked a
man down there once afore, didn't we, Sanders ?"
"I reckon we did," the wounded man answered,
with a chuckle. "He never came back, an' it ain't
likely Young Wild West will."
Arietta was on the verge of fainting now, for
she could hear the words of the two villains. She
actually thought that the life of her dashing
young° lover h ad been taken at last. Many times
had he been in peril, but this seemed to be the
climax of it all, and now no longer the brave
young deadshot would show his skill and assist in
keeping law and order in the great West. The
girl fell back and remained dazed for some little
time. She was finally brought to herself when
she heard the two villains who had thrown the
boy down the chute talking in low tones near her.
She tried to say something, but could not, for the
handkerchief had been tied only too well about her
mouth.
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"What next, Dick?" Sanders asked, as he turned
to walk over to the fellow called Pete, who was
keeping guard.
"I s'pose we had better wait till daylight afore
we do anything more," was the reply. "If we find
that we can't save Dan, we had better go down
to the bottom of the canyon an' light out in the
big canoe. I'm afraid it won't do for us to strike
out with the horses. There'll be fiftr men lookin'
for us the first thing in the morntn , you kin bet
on that, an' Young Wild West's pards will steer
'em here mighty quick."
"Sorter hard to have to leave here without Dan.
It's bad enough as· it is. Look at them what's
been shot since Young Wild West come around
here."
"Can't be helped, Sanders. There ain't no use
of cryin' over spilled milk. I s'pose the time had
to come when somethin' would go wronf with us.
It's come now. We're in for it, an' we ve got to
make the best of it. But as I jest said now, it
won't pay for us to hang around here very long.
You know what Dan always said. There was that
big dug-out canoe down there in the canyon. If we
wanted to get away quiclt all we had to do was
to get in it an' go down the stream. There's more
than enough current to take· us along without doin' any paddlin', so all one of us will have to do
is to steer. The only thing he always talked about
was that the dug-out wasn't big enough to take
the whole bunch oi us. But I'm sartin sure it will
take the three of us an' the gal, too. We're goin' to take her with us, Sanders, an' don't you
forgit that. If we can't save Dan, we'll see to it
that her friends will never see her ag'in."
Poor Arietta! It was piling it hard upon her
now. While she still had a faint hope that Wild
had not perished, it seemed to be that such "as
true, and she was destined to suffer a fate that
was worse than death at the hands of the three
outlaws. Pete remained on guard, never once complaining of the tediousness, while Dick and Sanders kept on talking in the same strain. When an
hour had passed in this way Dick walked over to
the man on watch and said:
"Go ahead an' lay down. It won't ·b e an awful
while afore daylight comes. I'll see to •it that
them two pards of Young Wild West's never gits
here. I only wisli' they would show up, though, as
I'd like to punish 'em the same as we punished
him."
•
•
The man gave a nod and quickly did as he was
directed. He threw himself on a blanket not far
from the helpless girl, while Sanders, who seemed
to be as wide awake as ever, sat down, and after
some difficulty filled and lighted a pipe with the
hand he was abl~ to u se. Then a deathly silence
came. Arietta could breathe all right through her
nostrils, but she did n ot grow sleepy- A dizzy sensation came upon her, however, after a while, and
gradually she drifted into a semi-unconscious
state, being unable to move, even if her hands had
not been tied securely behind her. It was past
midnight when the girl had been kidnaped and
taken to the cave, and the time that had elapsed
drew it well along toward morning. Still it seemed
to be a long time before the first sign of daylight
appear,ed in the cave. It came through an opening that was almost directly opposite to the entrance they had come in, and as the gray light
gradually grew throughout the undergrowid
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place, the girl found herself staring at the bleak,
rocky walls and ceiling. The villain called Pete
was sleeping soundly near her, while Sanders had
permitted his chin to drop upon his breast, the
pipe long since having fallen from his hand.
Dick, however, sat upon a rock, revolver in
hand, where he could watch for the approach of
any one who might try to get into that part of
the cave. Ten minutes passed, and it was then
so light that Dick suddenly walked over and extinguished the lantern that had been left burning.
"Wake up, boys," the villain called out, suddenly. "I ain't changed my mind- one bit. I'm
satisfied that the ony thing we kin do is to git
down to the canoe an' light out. Come on. We
can't help Dan, an' that's all there is to it."
Sanders awoke quickly, but not so with Pete.
It required a little shaking to rouse him, but
once he got upon his feet he moved about very
cautiously, and made ready to leave the place.
Arietta was forced to get upon her feet. Her
ankles were not tied, but the cruel rope still held
her wrists behind her back.
"Gal, it ain't very far you have to go," Dick
said, smiling fiendishly. "Maybe I ain't ckiin' exactly right by the man -what always stuck to me,
meanin' Dan Hubbard, of course, but I can't see
no other way out of· it. I ain't wantin' to have
my neck stretched, an' .bein' a genuine outlaw, the
best thing I kin do is to git away. We're goin'
to take you in a canoe on a. little trip do_wn
through the canyon. We'll cover eight or ten miles
in that way, an' then we'll hoof it along until we
come to a minin' camp wh_ich I happen to know of,
where it will be easy to git horses, 'cause none of
us ain't known there. Of course I'm goin' to take
all the money we've got here in the cave with me.
It's quite a lot, too, gal, an' maybe I might take
a ncfl;ion to marry you. It all depends upon how
you act. I did say as how I never wou.ld marry,
but what Dan said early in the night about you
has set me doin' some thinkin'. He allowed that
you was to be his bride, but since that can't never
be, you may as well be mine."
Again Arietta struggled to free herself, even
kicking at the villain as if she felt that she ought
to injure him in some way. But Dick only laughed, and "turning from her he busied himself about
a corner of the cave for a few minutes. When he
came out his pockets were bulgi:tlg, and as he appeared he said laughingly:
"Money, gal! Heaps of it. Now come on.
Pete, you gather up what grub you kin carry, an'
be sure that you have got plenty of cartridges.
We'll leave the cave jest as it is, horses an' all."
"Five minutes later the three men conducted
Arietta, who was forced to walk with them, into a
dark passage which led downJVard. For many feet
they proceeded on, Pete lighting the way with a
lantern, and then the sound of rushing water
came to the girl's ears, and she could see light
ahead. She knew that they must have gone down
a considerable distance, for in some places the
way was so steep that she narrowly missed slipping and injuring herself, since she had no means
of holding upon anything with her hands. Dick
was not very careful about her, either, even
though h.e had told Jier that she was likely to become his bride. As they emerged from the opening of the steep passage thEl' girl looked upward
and saw the steep sides of a canyon on either side,
the distance between them being very sh<?rt.

"Git the canoe," Dick said, nodding to the fellow called Pete.
"All 1·ight," was the reply, and turning to the
left he hurried along a rocky ledge and quickly
pulled from a little inlet a big dug-out canoe.
There were paddies in it, as well as some blankets and a roll of canvas, which showed that Dan
Hubbard had seen to it that in case he ever had
to make a hasty escape by that means, things
would be in readiness. Arietta was forced into
the canoe, and then tlfe three men got in and it
was pushed off. The swift current swung the
prow around, and a minute later the craft was
heading down the stream.

CHAPTER IX.-The Mishap of Charlie and Jim.
The rope Cheyenne Charlie had brought from
the camp was just about long enough to permit
him to be lowered to the ledge Jim Dart had seen
from above. Once his feet struck it the scout gave
a gentle pull upon the rope to let Dart know that
he was all right. Then with the rope still about
his body, he started to walk along the ledge, which
was quite wide where he had landed. But a few
steps and he found it was so narrow that it would
be dangerous to proceed. He felt now for an opening in the rocks which might in some way connect
with the cave. But while -there were niches here
and there, no such place could be found. Having
gone as far as he could one way, he turned and
went back the other, Jim walking along the top of
the cliff as he felt the rope tighten, for he could
not let it out any further. For ten minutes Charlit. kept up the search, but was doomed to disappomtment. There was no means of getting into
the cave by that way, so reluctantly he gave the
signal and Dart pulled him to the to11_ of the
cliff.
"Ain't no use, Jim;" he said,• shaking his head
sadly. "I might try it a little further up, but it
don't seem to me as if it will amount to anything,
I reckon we've got to git around ·t o the other side
an' go in that cave, the same as we did afore."
''We'll try again, anyhow," Jim replied, hopefully. "We'll go on to the left and then you can
lower me down. Maybe I'll have better luck."
The two then moved along the edge of the cliff
for about fifty feet, and Jim was qujckly lowered
downwa1·d by the scout. The boy kept feeling of
the cliff as he slowly went downward, and when
ne was about twenty feet from the top he found a
yawning hole right before him.
"Stop, Charlie," he called out, loud enough for
the scout to hear.
"What's the matter, Jim?" came the reply, as
the command was obeyed.
"Just wait a minute. I've found what we've
been looking for, I think."
"Great ~imlets ! Is that so?"
"Pull me up about two feet."
Charlie did so, and then Jim reached out and
catching upon a jagged point of rock, swung himself right into the mouth of a cave, as it appeared
to be. Naturally, the boy thought he had at last
found a way to get into the underground place
where Wild and Arietta were being held prisoners. There was a good footing there, so leaning
out a little he called to Charlie,
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"Can you make the 1·ope fast and come down
here?" he asked, after he had received a reply.
"I reckon so. I'll be there in a jiffy, Jim."
Dart quickly removed the rope from about his
body, but held fast to the end of it, and presently
he could tell that Charlie was descending. He
reached out and assisted him to get a footing inside the opening.
"Do you think this leads into that cave, Jim?"
the scout asked, eagerly.
"I hope so," was the reply. "We'll soon find
out. Now then, I'll make the rope fast he1·e so
we'll have a means of getting up there again in
case we can't go very far."
Charlie struck a match and looked around. At
first he thought it was merely a shallow cave, but
before the match died out he saw a narrow opening to the left, which looked as if it might be the
beginning of a passage. While Jim was attending to the rope he struck another match and went
over to the spot. Sure enough, it was the mouth
of a passage which ran downward. This was not
exactly what he wanted, for it struck him that
the cave must be about on a level with them, as
they were standing on the rocky floor. But it was
-worth trying, so when Jim came to him another
match was struck and the two looked as far as
they could into the passage, which was not a great
distance, since it ran in anything but a straight
form.
"We ought to have a light of some kind," Jim
said, "but since we have plenty of matches, I suppose we can J"'ake out. Go on, Charlie. You discovered the passage, so you can lead the way. But
be very careful."
Then each struck a match and entered the dark
place. At first it was easy going, but when the
scout had gone about a dozen feet he found that
the way was becoming steeper. H e stepped upon
a projection of rock and held a match before him.
"A regular chute down there, Jim," he said.
".Come here an' see if you kin see anything below
that looks like a cave."
Jin1 stepper down after him, and the very moment his feet str uck the projection of rock it gave
way beneath the pair of them, and in spite of all
they could do they went sliding downward with
great velocity. Fortunately the steep slant of
rock was quite slippery, and devoid of projections;
otherwise they might have been badly hurt or possibly killed. They could not catch upon anything
to save themselves, so continued on downward until they landed heavily u pon a bed of sand.
"Great gimlets!" the scout exclaimed ,' as he recove1·ed his breath and got upon his feet.. "What
do you think of that, Jim?"
There was no r eply, for Jim pad r eceived a
'bump on his head that r endered him temporarily
·unconscious. A strange f ear came over the scout,
for he thought right away tha t Dart had been
killed. With a hand t h· ' trembled slightly he
·struck a match and then leaned over the boy, who
was lying flat upon his back upon the sand, his
face upturned. The scout placed a hand upon his
heart, and found that it was beating. .
Then with a sigh of relief he proceeded to make
an examination to find out how badly he was hurt.
(' "A good crack on the head, that's all. It's.
bleedin' a little, but it won't amount to much," was
the verdict he rendered.
Then he shook Jim's arm gently and said:
"Heyl wake up."

21

"Eh, what's that?" came the quick reply, and
then dazed and confused, Dart struggled to a sitting- posture.
"Head a little sore, ain't it?" Charlie asked, as
he rubbed the bump gently.
"Gracious!" Jim. exclaimed, as he quickly realized where he was. "We're in a nice hole now,
Charlie."
"I reckon so," was the reply. "Come down
mighty fast, didn't ,we? But that's all right. We
ain' t goin' to give up yet."
"No, and we are not going to get up there very
soon, either," Jim answered, as he turned and
strove to pierce the darkness of the passage.
But there was no use in looking in that direction. He knew very well that it would be impossible for them to climb upward, so the only thing
to do now was to look for another means of getting out of the underground place. After tying a
handkerchief about his bleeding head, Jim struck
a match and then l;)egan looking about.
"Lucky there was a lot of sand here for us to
fall upon, Charlie," he said, as he kicked it with
his foot. "Looks as if water had been here at
one time."
"Come on this way," Charlie said, not noticing •
the remark. "Here's a wide passage right ahead,
an' I reckon it will take us somewhere."
·sure enough, there was a passage there, and as
Charlie lighted a match to replace the one that
had expired in Jizn's hand, he hurried to obey.
Once they got insioe the passage both could hear
the sounds made by running water.
"I reckon we'll git out alright, though we ain't
makin' no headway in gittin' Wild an' Arietta
away from the outlaws," Charlie said.
Jim made no reply to this, but followed his
companion, and almost in a minute they could see
a faint light ahead. They hurried along faster
then, and quickly came out upon a sandy strip
that was right at the bottom of the canyon. The
stream was rushing along nght before them, and
the bright stars were shining far above.
"This is what I call a mess for fair. How in
thunder are we goin' to git out of this blamed
narrow canyon?" .Charlie a sked, more disgusted
than he was afraid.
"Oh, we can get out all right, I reckon," Jim
answered. "It may take us a few minutes to do
it, or probably---an hour, but there certainly is a
beginning and also an ending of this narrow cut
through the canyon. We'll go on down this way,
for it strikes me that our camp lies in that direction."
' Charlie nodded, so they prpmptly set out, knowing that the quicker they got to the high ground
above the better their chances would be of saving
Wild and A1·ietta. They walked along for about
a hundred feet, and then the way became difficult.
In many places the water came up to the very
foot of the almost perpendicula r w-i lls of rock.
But there were stones here and t lv , t tJ.at could
be stepped upon, and both being weli u sed to that
sort of thing, they managed to work their way
along until they had covered at least three hundred yards. After that they found a long strip
of sand, and they moved along more swiftly. The
canyon made a sharp turn to the right after that,
and as they started to get around they suddenly
discovered that their way was blocked, for the
stream flowed on underground, and the canyon
ended abruptly. They looked up, naturally, and
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when they saw how steep 'the sides were they
knew it was out of the · question to even think of
such a thing as climbing up there.
"All for nothing, Charlie," Jim said, shaking
his head sadly. "We have got to go back and try
it the other way."
"An' time is flyin' all the time, Jim,'' the scout
answered. "The first thing we know it will be
beginnin' to git daylight."
·
"We can't help that. We are doing the best we
can. This is what I call a queer adventure. ;But
I am confident that we will get out all right, and
that Wild and Arietta will be saved."
They rested a few minutes, for it had been quite
tiresome work, and then started to make their way
back. Really it seemed to be more difficult than
when they had come, but probably this was due ·to
the fact that they felt that they had walked and
climbed so far for nothing. But at length they
reached the opening of the passage they had
emerged from, and then they stopped to take a
rest. Neither said a word for the space of five
minutes,- and then Jim turned to go up the canyon,
as it might be called, since the water was running
from that way.
·
"May as well go, I s'pose,'' Charlie said, in a
tone of voice which showed that he was not very
hopeful of getting out very soon. They walked
along through the darkness for fully five minutes,
and then they came to a spot where the water ran
in close to the side of the canyon.
"Can't go no further, I reckon, unless we swim,
Jim,'' Charlie said, as he reached down with his
foot to test the depth of the water.
"Seems that way,'' was the reply. "Well, I
suppose we're due to stay here until daylight. I'm
sure then we will be able to see a way to get out."
"That's jest what I was goin' to say. I've stuck
my foot down clean to my 'knee, an' there ain't
nothin' but water there. There's a mighty strong
current, too, for it's whirlin' around in an eddy.
Maybe it wouldn't be a good idea to swim."
"We certainly won't try it in the dark, anyhow.
Come on, Charlie. We'll go right back to the
passage we came out of, and then sit down and
wait till daylight."
Back they went, retracing their steps until they
came to the passage. Then picking out a soft
place, they threw themselves upon the ground and
looked up at the twinkling stars above. Certainly it was not encouraging to them, since they
were .deeply .worried over the probable fate of
Young Wild West and his sweetheart. The minutes flitted by and soon drifted into an hour. It
was well toward morning now, as both knew.
Charlie struck a match and looked at his watch.
"Thunder!" he exclaimed. "It oughter ,begin
to git daylight in about half an hour. I wish it
would hurry up, Jim."
"Don't be impatient," advised the boy. "It
never did any one a bit of good yet to lose his
patience."
"That's all right, too . . But I reckon there ain't
.a whole lot of folks as has been placed in a position like we're in jest now."
Charlie was ready to argue the question, and
he kept at it for fully ten minutes. Then Jim
. declared that he could notice that the sky overhead
was growing lighter; Charlie agreed with him,
and from that time until it actually grew daylight
they sat there and watched with a silent eagermess. Deep down in the canyon it was bound to

be quite dark, anyway, but ·a fter a while they were
able to distinguish objects quite plainly. They
could note the crags that jutted out on the opposite side of the deep cut, and just as they decided to try again to· find a means of getting out
a footfall sounded behind them in the passage. As
quick as a flash the two drew their revolvers, for
naturally they expected the outlaws were coming.
But what was their surprise two seconds later
when Young Wild West appeared before them.

CHAPTER X.-Wild's Lucky Drop.
When Young Wild West found himself shooting downward after being forced into the dark
opening, he surely thought his-time had come. It
was only human that h e should utter a cry, for
life was sweet to him. But the cry was cut short
from his lips by a cloud of dust which nearly
strangled him, and down he went, sliding part of
the way and falling, too, for e'1en though he was
not going straight downward, there were •r ocky
bumps to be met with. But ·after turning the first
somersault the boy found himself going feet foremost, and though he was turned over once or twice
after that, he soon brought up with a sudden jar,
and the sleeve of his shirt was almost torn from
him. But that sleeve was what saved his life,
for it had become unbuttoned at the wrist, and
must have caught into some sharp projection.
Anyhow, it swung him around and brought him
heavily against a slimy wall. It was so dark that
if there had been a face within a few inches of
his own the young deadshot could not possibly
have seen it. If such a thing had been he might
have roused himself from the dizzy feeling that
had come over him.
While he had no broken bones, the bumping
·he had received, especially about the head, caused
a numbness to come ove his senses, and giivng
vent to a long-drawn sigh of relief, he slowly
stretched himself out at full length, and then
drppped into a sort of stupor. How long he remained this way the boy did not know exactly.
But it must have been for a considerable length
of time, for when he finally opened his eyes a very
faint light pervaded the place. It might have
been that the feeling of unconsciousness that ·had
come upon him did him good, for beyond a stiff'ness and a slight dizziness in the head, the bot
was virtually himself again as he raised his head
and stared about him. For a few seconds he sat
erect, and then suddenly he gave a violent start
and exclaimed :
"Ah! I know. I am not dead yet. The scoundrels! I'll beat them out as sure as I am alive.
But wnat saved me, I would like to know?"
Then he slowly arose to his feErt;, and was about
to take a step from the spot when he saw a yawning chasm before him. It was through this' tM
faint light was admitted, and as the boy gave~
start and looked downward, he saw what he kne
must be tushing water. But more than that. Th
sounds of it came to .his ears.
"I see now," he muttered, as he looked upwar •
"The intention was that I should tumble on do!:t
into this hole and land in the water. I don't re:.
member much about it after I turned a couple
some~saults and became choked with dust. B~J
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h~re I am, and I reckon I'm about as good as ever.
Now then, to get out of here, for Arietta must be
saved."
The boy felt of his right arm, which was very
stiff and somewhat bruised. But when he had
worked the muscles a few times he knew it was as
strong as ever. Then he dropped upon his hands
and knees and looked downward. The distance
to the water below was probably thirty feet, and
less than half that way up was an opening
through which came the light.
"It is morning," the boy thought, shaking his
head. "The terrible shock put me to sleep, and
it seems I must have slept pretty well, too. Well,
all r ight. Tha t ca n't be helped. I won't be too
late, for the outlaws dare not harm Arietta, and
it's a pretty sure thing that Dan Hubbard is still
a prisoner at the camp."
Turning from the brink of the hole, he moved
along to the left, and then much to his satisfaction came to a narrow opening which was just
barely wide enough for him to squeeze through.
But he felt that this was the way out, so he went
on through, and after working along for a few
feet came to a passage which led down, he felt, to
the water below, or somewhere near it. It was
quite easy to travel it, too, so on he went, and
then he suddenly heard the sounds of voices as
he came in the full glare of the light of the early
morning. Wild stopped still in his tracks, but
only momentarily. He recognized the voices of
his two partners. Without a word he stepped out
and faced them, as has already been stated.
Amazed and delighted, Cheyenne Charlie and Jim
Dart rushed forwar to hug the boy they had
vainly tried to rescue. Explanations wer e made
in less than five minuets, and when each understood what had happened to the other during the
long hours of the night, they simply shook hands
and agreed to look for a way to get back to the
cave as quickly as possible.
"I'm satisfied that this place is full of passages," Wild declared. "Now, to hurry matters
along, I'll proceed· to the left, while you two go
~ the right. Look for some sort of an opening,
or a way to ascend to the top of the precipi_ce."
"Right you are, Wild," Cheyenne Charlie an·swered, and then handing Wild one of his re. volvers, he tur ned and went tp the right, Jim following him.
Wild went in the opposite direction, following
the edge of the rushing stream. It was not far
that he had to go ·before he saw a chai:ice t? work. his way up the side of the chasm. Still stiff and
sore from his awful experience, he began the
climb and in two minutes he had reached the narrow l~dge which neither Charlie nor Jim had failed to see in the da rkness during the night. Once
upon this Wild followed it along, a nd ~hen much
to his joy he struck a sort of path which ran on
upward. It was now broad daylight, at least it
was outside of the canyon, for the glow of the
sunshine could be seen tinting th~ f ew clouds in
the sky overhea d. A few minutes later he had
parted company with Charlie and Jim, Young
Wild West found himself standing upon a crag
that hung directly over the stream below.
• A tree was rooted in the ground near it, and
feaning against it the boy looked in the direction
his partners had taken in the hope of seeing them,
so he might let them know of the success he had
met with in being able to get very nearly to the
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- top of the precipice. They were nowhere to be
seen, however, so he took a look around and naturally turned his gaze below him. It happened at
that very moment that the outlaws were leaving
the shore with the canoe, Arietta a prisoner in the
stern only fifty yards above. There was a sharp
bend near where the young deadshot was standing, and as he looked toward it he gave a -violent
start and then a low cry of amazement came from
his lips.
·
But almost instantly his face lighted with joy.
At that moment the outlaws and their fair prisoner appeared, and the boy quickly pulled the gun
Charlie had provided him with. Wild saw the
canoe as it swung around with the swift current.
He nerved himself for the task before him. But
just as he was about to open fire on the villains
the tree gave way and down he went with it!
Horror upon horrors! It seemed that after all
the young deadshot was fated to meet a violent
death. But not so. He looked sharply at the canoe as he was descending, and when he saw the
tree strike it and heard the crash as the canoe
was splintered to pieces, he figured that his
chance of saving his sweetheart was still good.
Then down he went beneath the water. Wild could
swim as well as the best of them, and quickly he
forged to the surface. Then almost the first object he saw was a mass of golden hair almost
within his reach. An insatnt later the face of
Arietta appeared. She, too, was swimming, doing her best to reach the nearest bank. The roaring of the stream was quite loud, but not loud
enough to -prevent Wild from making himself
heard.
"Hurrah, hurrah!" he shouted. "Are you all
right, Et?"
"Oh, Wild!" the girl answered, and then she
very nearly swooned, and almost sank beneath the
surface.
·
But a couple of lusty strokes and the boy had
her by the arm. Then he quickly r eached a ledge
of rock which was almost even with the water on
the very side he had dropped from.
"A lucky drop, little girl," he said, as he pulled
the girl from the water. "I never expected to
meet you in this sort of fashion."
But Arietta was too overcome to answer. Her
eyes closed an'd her head fell back upon his arm.
Wild knew she was _all r ight. however, so he
looked to see what had happened to the three men
in the canoe. One of them was swimming for the
opposite shore, but the other two were nowhere to
be seen. Further down the stream a portion of
. the canoe could be seen whi rJ:ng along, and then
Wild knew it must have been broken squarely in
two. Having lost his r evolver, Wild had no chance
of for cing the man to surr ender. But he called
out to him, anyhow.
"Say," he shouted, "you come here and give
yourself up. I reckon you have gone t he full
·length of you r r ope." •
"Young Wild West!" came the startl ed cry from
the outlaw, a nd then he actually threw up his
hands and sank. beneath. the water.
When Wild found that he did not rise he was
amazed.
"I wonder if he lost the power of his muse!&
at seeing me alive, when he thought I was sure?y
dead?" he asked himself.
Then he looked on down the stream, but the
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Arietta opened her eyes
just then and smiled faintly.
.
"Oh, Wild," she declared, "I'm so glad!"
"So am I, little girl. It was an awful experience for both of us."
"I never expected to see you alive again," she
declared.
"Hello hello!"
A, sho~t came from above them, and looking up
the two saw Charlie on a ledge that was a few
feet under the crag the tree had broken from
when it hurled Wild downward in his lucky drop ·
that saved Arietta.
"We found a way to git out. Whoopee,
whoopee! Wow, wow, wow!" came from the
scout. "We seen what happened when the
blamed tree tore loose, Wild. We had jest got
near enough an' was goin' to yell to you when
down it went. You have got Arietta. That's
good. I told Jim it couldn't happen any othe:r ·
way but what you would save her."
"I shall call that my lucky drop, Charlie, whenever I have occasion to speak of the occurrence,"
the young deadshot answez:ed, in his cool and_easy
way.
"Jest you walk along up the stream a dozen
yards an' you'll find a way to git up here. Me
an' Jim was down there only a few minutes ago.
Everything is all right now. We'll soon be back
at the camp."
"Do you feel as if you can walk, little girl?"
Wild asked Arietta.
"Oh, yes," was the reply. "I am quite myself
now, Wild. I am sure that a~ter I have swal•
lowed a cup of hot coffee I will be as good as
ever."
The boy half lifted her to her feet, and took the
course the scout had spoken of. Sure enough, he
found a way to get up, and three minutes later
both the young deadshot and _his swet:theart were
being congratulated by Charlie and Jim. Up the
rocky path they made their way, and after considerable exertion they reached the high ground.
Then it was comparatively easy to proceed to their
camp, and as they were walking along Wild and
Arietta told of all that had hapened in the cave,
while Charlie and Jim related their experience.
Great was the rejoicing of Anna and Eloise when
the party arrived, and fifteen minutes later tJ:iey
were all sitting down to the breakfast that Wmg
had been preparing when those who had been
away all night showed up.
"We have had a rousing old time of it, boys and
girls " the young deadshot said, as he was eating
his breakfast. "I can't say that I ever had quite
such an experience before. It's the same with
Arietta, and I reckon Charlie and Jim know a
heap about hard luck, too. It's a good thing,
Anna and Eloise, that you were not m it."
"A very good thing," came from Eloise, while
Anna nodded and looked solemn.
"It was Wild's lucky drop, though," Arietta declared and then she laughed in her girlish way,
and f;om that time until the breakfast was finished they were a very jolly party.
Just as Wild was thinking of breaking camp
and starting for Liberty Bend with their prisoner, the clatter of hoofs sounded above on the
trail and then as many as a dozen horsemen suddenly appeared. One of them was the driver of
the stage-coach they had saved from the outlaws
the day before, and he promptly let out a yell aB
man failed to appear.

he waved his hat and came riding down tNl hilL
"Here they are, sheriff!" the driver exclaimed.
"Here's Young Wild West an' his pards. They'll
git the Mountain Outlaws, all right, an' don't yo11
forgit it."
Sure enough, one of the men was the sheriff,
and as he rode up and saw the prisoner tied tG
the tree he showed astonishment.
"Are you. the sheriff?" Wild asked, in his cool
and easy way.
"Yes, Young Wild West," was the reply.
"Well, here is Dan Hubbard. Please take
charge of him. The rest of the gang are all
dead."
The newcomers did not say a word, but looked
around in a way that showed how puzzled they
were. However, it did not take Wild long to convince them all that what the had said was the
truth, and the result was that Dan Hubbard waa
duly taken charge of, and that very day Wild received the advertised reward. That ended one .
of the most remarkable aventures the young deadshot and his companions had ever participated in,
but they were destined to have many more, as the
sequel will prove.
Next week's issue will contain "YOUNG WILD
WEST'S WILD WEST SHOW; OR, CAUGHT
IN THE EUROPEAN WAR."
OLD CHIMPANZEE BORN GENTLEMAN
"A natural born gentleman" is the way London Zoo keepers describe "Jack," who with three
other intelligent chimpanzees has been put under special observation at the Zoo in London.
When they sought to teach the_ four chimps
how to sit on stools and eat off a table, the keepers discovered that Jack, without previous trail)ing, instinctively passed the food plate first tCI
Bibi. Bibi is Jack's girl friend.
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Fred and the Fire Chief
- - or - -

The Case of the Boss of Boston
By DICK ELLISON
(A Serial Story)
CHAPTER XV-(Continued)
"What shall I do?"
"Your course is plain. Go right ahead and buy
your clothes with money I shall give you. K~p
your appointment with Boss Bradley, and let him
believe you actually shoved the queer.''
''How will that help me?"
"How will it help you? Why, man, such people are valuable. He may hook right onto you.
Those who· are able to shove such bum bills as
these are · the very sort the gang wants. Here,
take this.''
Sam handed out a roll of bills of his own then.
F::.-ed ran them over and found to his surprise
that the amount was a thousand dollars.
"Look here! Haven't you made a mistake?" he
exclaimed.
"No mistake. You take that, buy what you
need and clap the balance in the savings l:iank,
That's part of my reward in the Westminster
Bank case. I haven't forgotten that you saved
my life, Fred Fowler. If you don't think it's
enough, why just say the word."
"It's enough, and I thank you," said Fred.
"Well I'll go ahead and do the best I can. I
only hope it comes out all right in the end.'' '
"It will come out with you $5,000 to the good
if . it comes right," said Sam, and then the conversation drifted off upon general topics.
They returned to the room on Harrison Avenue, and Fred passed the night with Sam Stark.
Next morning Fred got his new clothes.
Sam made up his face for him mqst carefully.
The wig which he wore was one of the best of
its class, and helped the allusion immensely. •
Fred, as he looked in the glass, was bound to
admit that he looked most unlike himself.
And in this guise, precisely at four o'clock, he
presented himself at the office of the fire chief.
He was at first told that he could not see the
Boss, as he was engaged.
"But I must see hill'," said Fred. "I have an
appointment with him.''
"He can't see anyone!" snapped the young woman in charge .
• · "He'll see me, then!" cried Fred, raising his
voice. "Tell him Fachher wants to see him.
•F achner ! Do you ~ear?"
He meant that he should be heard in the private office, the door of which stood partly open,
and so he was.
Before the woman could reply a deep voice
called out:
"I'll see the young man in a minute, Miss
Simms; let him wait."
Miss Simms subsided.
In a moment a pompous-looking gentleman
passed out of the private office, and the Boss appeared in the doorway,
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He eye'1, Fred with a half-sneering smile.
"So you are here," he said. "I hardly thought
you would be. Well, you can walk in.''
Fred passed through the gate, and, entering
the office, the door was closed.
"And now what?" demanded the fire chief, almost fiercely. "You look fine I Did you buy those
togs 'with the money I gave you, young man?"
"I did," replied Fred, looking him full in the
face, "and I think I did pretty well, too.''
"You think you struck a bargain, eh? Well,
what did you pay?"
"Not that-there is another reason."
"Another reason-what do you mean?"
"You know."
"Come, come! Speak up. I am not good at
.guessing riddles.''
"Mr. Bradley, when you gave me that money
you knew it was all counterfeit," said Fred, in a
low voice.
"You young rascal ! What do you mean?"
cried the Boss, making a jump at Fred and seiz..
ing him by the throat.
CHAPTER XVI.
Fred Stands In With The Fire Chief.
"Let me go!" cried Fred, shaking off the fire
chief. "Do you want me to knock yq_u down!
Let go of me, I say!"
The Boss of Boston did let go then, and instead
of waiting for ;Fred to knock him down he sat
down and stared hard. at the boy.
"Turn the key in that door," he said pantingly.
"We must have an understanding about this
thing.''
.
"Let the door stay as it is; if you have got
anything to say, say it," Fred replied.
He was getting cool now, although he had been
terribly startled when the Boss first turned o:r:
him.
"Never again will I yield one inch to this man,"
he resolved.
It seemed to come over him like a flash that
this powerful politician, to whom even the proud
denizens of the Back Bay bowed down, actually
stood on very ticklish ground, after all.
"He has as good cause to be afraid of me as
I have to be afraid of him," thought Fred. "I'll
not yield to him one inch."
"Young man, you have got a pile of gall to
come in here and accuse me of giving you counterfeit money," said the chief.
"I do accuse you of it; the money you gave me
was counterfeit, and you knew it when you gave
it to me," responded Fred, looking the man steadily in the eye.
"You're a bold one to say that."
"Not a bit of it. I'm not afraid of you, and
you have no cause to be .afraid of me if you use
me right.''
"Please lock that door and lower your voice.''
"No one can hear me. See, I put my back to
the door so no one can stumble in on us. We
might as well come to an understanding t·ight
now, Mr. Bradley.· You come to me with all
sorts of crooked talk; what do you expect me
to believe .about you? But it don't make any
difference what I believe. I know what happened
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on the Five Brothers , and I propose to tell the
"J?e~ide quick," he_ added in a fierce wisper.
insuranc e· people if you don't make terms with " This
1s a chance which won't come to you twice
me."
in a lifetime. Decide now."
The fire chief was quite cooled down by this
"Where is the work to be done? Here in Bostime, and Fred himself showed no sign of ex- ton?"
citement , but merely spoke · emphatic ally.
"In New York. We don't operate here to any
Indeed, he wondere d at his own coolness, as he
extent."
.
stood there threaten ing that da:-_;erous man.
"It means fifteen years in the penitent iary if
"Let's see; what did you say your name was
again?" asked Boss Bradley, after a few min- I am caught. I'm putting myself entirely in
your power if I say yes."
utes of painful silence.
·
"Not a bit more than I have put myself in
"I think you remembe r my name. I shall not
yours, and think of the differenc e. Look what
tell it to you again."
I have at stake."
"And you passed that money?"
"All 1·ight, let her go. I'm with you, Mr.
"I did."
Bradley, for better or for worse."
"Where did you get your clothes? "
·.
"Spoken like a man," replied the Boss. "Now
"Moses's , on Dock Square." .
leave me, and whateve r else you do, never show
"Have any trouble? "
your face in this office again."
"Not the least."
The Boss gave a low laugh.
"But what am I to do?"
"We are alone here together , boy," he whis"Meet me tonight at seven o'clock at the Northpered, "and as I am safe to speak without a wit- ern Station. Be prompt, for we leave by train
ness, I am going to come out flat-foote d with you. at seven-te n. I shall wear a red carnatio n in
That money was bad."
my but!<>nhole; you will know me by that."
"Of course, I know that."
"You will be disguised , then?"
"Not when I gave it to you?"
"Yes."
_
"Not then, but right away afterwar d. It was
"There may be others with red carnatio ns in
the worst of its kind."
their buttonho les."
"You are right there. If you are able to shove
"I will make myself known all right. Now
that sort of money you can shove anything . Can go."
it be possible that you ever had any experien ce
Fred left in a hurry.
in that line before?"
When he got down on School street he saw
.
"Never you mind my past. You have nothing Sam Stark standing on the steps of the Parker
House.
to do with that."
.
"By heavens, I believe you are an old hand at
Fred paused, uncertai n whether to join him
or not, but Sam settled the question by crossing
the bellows."
"Stick to your belief. I've got by beliefs, too." the street and entering City Hall Place, at the
same time making a sign for Fred to follow
"What do you mean?"
"I believe· you meant that I should be arrested which the boy did.
'
and so put out of your way."
Stark led the way through the alleys to the
"Well?"
old America n House, on Hanover street, and en"Well?"
tered there.
.
"I'm glad you were not arrested , boy."
He was standing by the desk when Fred came
The fire chief had assumed his old wheedlin g up to him.
tone now.
"Get into the elevator and go up to the fourth
"And wby?" asked Fred.
floor," he whispere d: "I'll join you there."
"Becaus e I foresee· a great future for you."
· Fred obeyed, and when Sam came up a few
"In the queer money line?"
minutes
he led him to one of the remotes t
"Yes, just that. It may seem very strange corridor slater
of
ancient hostelry , where he en- ,
to you that I should be intereste d in this sort of tered a smallthat
room, closed and locked the door
thing, but you must remembe r I am a great poli_"There! "
exclaime d. "Now we can talk:
Lician, and politics makes strange bedfellow s. Did you note he
the
of this room? It is 186
Now I admit having designs against you, but I and I shall keep itnumber
until we are through with thi~
am throwing them all aside. How would you like case. You can come
here and wait for me at
lo make big money in this same line?"
any time, but you must not go to our Harriso n
Fred shrugged his shoulder s.
avenue room again. Now how did you make ~
"Rather dangero us work," he said. "I can ~~
r
turn the trick just the same, though."
"Well enough, I think," replied Fred, dropping
"I believe you can. I can put you next to the into a chair. "It all turned out just as you said •
makers of mat money if you say the word."
it would. I'm engaged ."
•
"What to do?"
"As a s:10ver of the queer?"
"Shove the queer on a large scale.
"Yes."
.
"I should want to know more about it."
"By thun~er, this is great! It l!)oks as though •
"You can; all you have to do is to say the we were gomg to get the Boss;
1f we do there >
word. I have taken a fancy to you, Fred. If you will be a big governm ent reward
coming our 1
'.1ave got the courage to go in with me, I can put way."
·
r
you in the way of making big money, boy."
"It's risky business , Sam. He's a terrible man. 1·
A knock came on the door, then.
Do you know I actually believe he wouldn' t hesi..
"In a minute. I'm engaged !" calle<l Boss Brad- tate to kill
me if he knew."
ley. "Whoev er wants to see me will have to
wait."
(To Be Continue d.)
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INTERESTING ARTICLES
ALBINO RATS
If the behavior of rats is any criterian there's
no such thing as building up alcohol resistance by
an ancestry of hard drinkers. Frank B. Hanson
and Florence Heys of Washington University at
St. Louis described a lot of hard drinking Albino
rats that had been on a drunk for ten generations,
yet the sons and daughters of the tenth generation reeled and staggered in their cups as quickly as had the dead and gone first ancestors.
WEATHER IN MARS
How's the weather on Mars? Not so bad, according to the estimate of W. W. Coblentz and C.
0. Lampland of the Bureau of Standards at
Washington, who · reported their radiometric
measurements before the American Physical So·
ciety.
They figure that when the southern end of
Mars is tilted toward the sun, making it summer for the Southern Hemisphere, the temperature in the southern temperate zone is about 77
degrees by our Fahrenheit thermometer. At the
same time the North.Polar temperature stands at
about 40 degrees below zero.
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treatment of rheumatic fever has been developed
by _Dr. Jall?-es C. Small, chief bacteriologist of the
Philadelphia General Hospital.
. Doctor ~mall has for many years been conductmg experiments with a view to isolating the
specific organism of this disease from the blood
of patients.
"We wish to emphasize," said Health Director
Krusen, "that it is_ a result of a preliminary study
of ac~te rheu~atir: fever, in which . the specific
orgamsm of this disease has been isolated f;rom
the. bloo_d of patients. Using this organism, an
a~ti-toxm has been developed which so far has
given very encouraging results in the treatment
of rheumati~ fever, with the possibilities of further perfection for general distribution
''We are making only modest claims ~s to the
value of this new serum, because it is still in tne
experimental stage, and too small a number of
cui:es has been effected to evaluate properly it/i
·
ultrmate efficacy."

LAUGhS
ABSENCE AGAIN
Absence makes the pocketbook fatter.
-U. of S. Calif. Wampus.
DISPASSIONATE CRITICISM
Lady (more or less) : Doesn't that little boy
swea:i; terribly?
Another Little Boy: Yes'm, he sure do. He
don't put no expression in it at all.
-Cornell Window.

------

He;_ Suppose I had never met you I
She: A good ideal Let's suppose you haven't.
-Wisconsin Octopus.
TIDINGS FROM THE BEACH
"Who is this fellow Tide I heat about so
much?"
"I never heard of him."
"Why, I've heard everyone saying, 'Hi, Tide,'
and 'Lo, Tide.' "
-Washington Dirge.

PRIVILEGED
"Hey, mister! Yer engine's smokin'"
CARRIER PIGEON, HERO IN WORLD WAR,
·
"Well, it's old enough to."
DIES
-Texas Ranger.
One of the feathered he.r oes of the great wara carrier pigeon, which helped save VerdonRENDEZVOUS
has recently died of old age in Paris. The bird
She; Meet me at the library tonight at 7:00
bad a wound stripe on its leg band and was one o'clock.''
of the government's pensioners, having been givIt: All right; what time will you be there.
en a home by a grateful nation.
-Minn. Ski-U-Mah.
Through a barrage of shrapnel the pigion in
1916 carried a message that kept Froidetene Hill
HE NEEDED IT.
•
from being captured. In an order of the day the
Inquisitive Lady; And now, officer tell me
army cited the pigeon for "having maintained
communication with the front line when all hu- what that strap under your chin is for:
Offic~r; Th11:t, lady, is t~ rest. my poor old jaw
man means failed." In its flight through the barrage the pigeon was hit hr a shell splinter that when 1t gets tired answering silly questions.
-Scream.
carried away its claws. The pigeon will be
111ounted and plac~d in the Verdon war museum.
ALSO TIRED
· NEW SERUM FOR RHEUMATIC FEVER
"Is that water warm?"
Public announcement was authorized recently
"It ought to be; it's been running half an hour."
ID Philadelphia, Pa., that a new serum for the
-Oregon Orange Owl.
.

------
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((Exactly!"
"He must be a demon!"
"He certainly is, and it must be our work to
run him down."
"Then th~ sooner it is done, the better!" cried
It was in those exciting days when the country
was in the throes of war with Mexico. No unim- Ralph, forcibly. "Let us lose no time, Captain
portant part it was which the navy had to play Worden."
Among Ralpli Hayden's warm friends on board
in that contest.
Though Mexican . war vessels were few, yet were two apprentices, Royal May and David Jefthere were plenty of freebooters and itinerant freys. To thenf, in the privacy of a corner of the
coasters along the Cent:r:al American coast only gun 1ec_k, Ralp~ imparted the thrilling reasons
too ready to enlist as privateets, and prey on the f?r his mterest m the running down of Red Muriel.
commerce of the United States.
"My father, Harold Hayden, of New York, is a
It was finally decided to send a warship to
patrol the Bay of Honduras and other parts of civil engi:neer and surveyor. Two years ago my
mother died. My father wished me to join my
the Caribbean Sea.
.
·
.The ve~sel se_lected for this purpose was the fortunes with his. But I had just entered the
chpper-bu1lt ship, War Eagle, Captain Lester ~avy, and could not honorably secure a discharge
Just then.
Worden in command.
. "I went to sea and my father, about this time
~aptain Worden decided to stop a while at
Behze, for t~e purpose of gaining information. hit upon a startling surprise and one which if ·
When Captam Worden went ashore with his successful, promised great reward. It seemed that
bo~t'.s crew he was warmly welcomed by the a distinguished traveler, named Samuel Dean had
Bnt1sh commandant, who extended to him a cor- learned of the existence of buried treasure i~ the
heart of 3: torest in Nicaragua. Millions were
dial hospitality.
Captain Worden was an astute man, and did ~here, awa1tmg only the skill of some one versed
not at once venture to make the inquiries which m the ways of the country and surveying-to rewere his object in landing there. After hobnob- cover them.
"In his dilemma, after an unsuccessful attempt
bing with Colonel Archibald, the commandant he
to recover the treasure, Dean came to my father.
ventured to remark, carelessly:
'
''.I ~ave he~rd of some piracy along your coast. They at once came to an agreement, and my father agreed to go with Dean and do the surveying
Is 1t irremediable? "
"Ah, ipy dear sir," said Colonel Archibald, de- for a share in the treasure. But it was necessary
precatingly, "I regret that it is so. But there is to have a ship ~o carry out the plan, so my father
little here compared with the piracy of the Carib- wrote me, askmg me to leave my post and join
bean Sea. Indeed,"there is one wretch who boldly th~m. I was _to be made captain of the treasure
preys upon the commerce of your country under ship. I obtamed leave of absence to visit m}
f3:tner and Mr. Dean in New York, and consult
the guise of a privateer. He is a literal fiend
and, I believe, exemplifies the saying, 'dead mei{ ~1th_ t~em. They_were greatly disappointed at my
~nab1li~y to go with them . . However, I succeeded
tell no tales.' "
m. findmg a trustworthy sh1pntaster, named Cap"What may be the name of this pirate?"
"ii:e is known only as Red Muriel, on account tam Warlock, who owned the ship Adventurer
of his appearance. Though of a dark-skinned and he was enlisted in the cause. The Adventure;
race, he. has hair and mustache of a peculiar w11;s fitted out and started upon her cruise. A
pomt on the Mosquito Coast, near the Pearl Cays
bright red."
'
Captain Worden returned to his ship, but be- was to be the landing place.
"While_ at the ~ouse of Mr. Dean I met ·my
fore he had been in port many days he learned
other important facts, among them the locality fate. Abe~ Dean 1s the sweetest girl on earth. I
mea;i to wm . her for my wife, if such a thing is
most frequented by Red Murial.
'.fhe pirate ship was bark rigged and a swift possible. But enough of that. While we were at
sailor. A good armameht was carried and a Havana last week I got another letter from my
large crew. The usual plan was to run down a father."
The two apprentices were now very much inter- :
merchantman , lay alongside with grappling-iro ns
carry the fight on to the victim's deck and then' ested in Ralph's story.
"Has he found the treasure, Ralph?" asked
after killing everybody on board, to loot ad scuttl~
young Jeffreys.
the ship.
"Maybe they've started for home!" said Royal.
A member of the War Eagle's crew who seemed
Ralph nodded.
to be more than ordinarily interested in the pirate
was a young middy, named Ralph Hayden. He . "Yes," he said, "they found the treasure, and it
was a tall, handsome fellow, popular with all and 1s on the Adventurer, and she is somewhere in
a thorough gentleman. As Captain Word~n ~ame these seas, on her way home."
!Jack from the commandant witn the story of Red
"Jupiter!" exclaimed Jeffreys. "You don't ·
Muriel', Ralph was more inte,ested than any one mean it, Ralph!"
J
else. He seemed to be the victim of a powerful
"Of course your father will look out for you!','>
emotion.
exclaimed Royal.
"This ~ed Muriel w~uld attack any ship flying
"Won't you be rich!"
"'
the American flag on sight?" he asked of Captain . "Lucky fellow!"
•
a
Worden.
"Don't forget your old pards aboard the War
"Yes," replied the captain.
Eagle."
"And his game is to kill everybody on board
"Th~re i:5 no danger of that," said Ralph, with
and sink the ship?"
tears m his eyes. When the war is over I sh'4;t

PIRATES OF THE CARIBaEAN SEA

WILD WEST WEEKLY

29

resign, and then we will all go into the shipping Suddenly h~r flag, which could not be seen as to
business together. What say you?"
color at that distance, was pulled down and an- "Hurrah!" shouted the excited appre:Q.tices.
other sent up. At once the captain's suspicions
"But just now I am in a state of desperate wor- were aroused.
riment," said Ralph. "Alice is on board the AdChase was given. The bark was overhauled,
venturer, as well as the treasure. The ship will, and a shot across her bow brought her to.
of course, fly the American flag, and if this piratiThere seemed tone much confusion on her decks
cal scoundrel, Red Muriel, should come across her and the hasty closing of ports. Captain Worden
..:....good heavens! I cannot bear10 think of it!"
at once ordered out the longboat. Twelve seamen
= It is needless to say that the two apprentices and Ralph Hayden, the middy, and the two apwere keyed up to. the highest pitch of excitement prel!-tices, Royal Mar and David Jeffreys, accomand interest. So 1t happened there was more than pamed them. Straight for the bark went the
a common interest in the chase a s the War Eagl~ boat.
plowed the waters of the Caribbean Sea in quesC- "What think you of those deep seams in her
of the pir ate.
side?" asked Captain Worden, turning to Ralph.
Days passed, and many ships of all nations
"They look like disguised gun ports."
were spoken, but .none of them report~d having
"We shall see," said the captain.
seen Red Muriel. But one day the lookout spied
The longboat ran alongside the bark: A man
a floating wreck on the horizon. The War Eagle at ,the rail asked in Spanish:
bore down toward it. The vessel was a full-rigged "What want you, senor?" ·
ship, with a number of shot holes in her hull, and
"We want to come aboard," replied Captain
waterlogged.
Worden.
,
As the vessel's stern swung about, Ralph read
"We are a Spanish trader, and not at war with
the name:
your country."
"Adventurer, New York."
"I want to see your captain. Lower your gangHe nearly fainted, and one of the oarsmen in way."
•
.
the boat S!;!n~ to board the wreck had to relieve
Leaving two men in the boat, the captain and
him at the tiller.
.
the rest of the crew climbed to the deck of the
"My heavens!" he groaned, "the worst has hap- vessel. The captain of the bark now approached
pened !".
.
them .
• Steppmg upon the deck of the floa~mg wreck,
He was a tall, swarthy fellow, wearing topboots
1~ was e!1SY to see the work of the pirate. Rotand a serape, with a tasseled cap on his head. His
ting bodies of seamen la:y about, w~ere they had red mustache and hair at once convinced ,his visitbeen cut down by the pirates. EVIdently a des- ors that he was Red Muriel.
perate ,battle had taken place.
"Well, senor, what can a poor trader do for
But though the vessel was searched, he found you?"
no tra~e of the bo~ies ~f his fat~er, Mr. Dean,
"Red Muriel," said Captain Worden, "concealnor
like a thrill of hope re- ment 1·s useless . I d eman d your surrend er. ,,
· dAlice.
· h · Somethmg
b
vive m is osom.
At a signal from the pirate chief two score wild
"To Whomsoever May Chance to Board This and savage-looking men, armed to the teeth, apWreck:
peared.
"Greeting.-We are in the power of Red Muriel,
"No, senor captain, you are in the lion's den!"
the Merciless. There is little hope for us that our cried th e pirate chief. "Surrender or Red Muriel
will kill you !"
lives may be spared; yet one th ing alone may do
"Never!" cried Captain Worden. "The least hosit. The villain has confiscated our treasure, re- t'l
1 e move on your part, and you and your crew are
covered from the ancient ruins in Nicaragua. He
has demanded to know the spot where we found swept into eternity! Look!"
it, and promises u s our lives ii we will show him.
He made a gesture toward the War Eagle. In
I have little faith in his word; yet, should this the shrouds were half .a hundred expert riflemen
reach the eye of a would-be rescuer, I.pray you, their guns covering the pirate and his gang. Fo;
in the name of Heaven! sail at once for the Pearl a moment Red Muriel's face paled, then he made
Cays and look for Muriel's ship. May Heaven a pass at Worden with his sword, crying:
favor us!
"Have at you, capitaine ! Red Muriel dies, but
never surrenders!"
• "Harold Hayden."
The pirate crew came forward like wolves. But
A wild cry of hope and joy escaped Ralph's lips. Ralph gave the signal, there was a crash of fire"The villain has spared their lives upon that con- arms, and Red Muriel and a dozen of his men·
dition!" he cried wildly. "Now for the Pearl Cays fell. The others retreated into the cabin. For
with all haste. Heaven help us r•
some time a desultory battle between decks folBack to the War Eagle went the young middy.
lowed, the pirates being driven from one part of
Of course, Captain Worden listened with great in- the ship to the other. But at last they were
terest to his story. Straight for Pearl Cays the forced to surrender, and were taken aboard the
course was laid.
War· Eagle in irons.
Two days later, after a swift passage, they
Harold Hayden, Samuel Dean and his daughter
were in that vicinity. Suddenly the lookout Alice, were found locked up in one of the cabins.
shouted:
The stolen treasure was found in the hold and
"Sail ho!"
transferred to the warship.
·"Where away?" shouted Captain Worden.
A month later the War Eagle, with her prize
"Dead ahead, and bearing to windward."
h tow, put in at Norfolk. A large fortune was
Captain Worden brought his glass to bear upon realized from the treasure, and at the close of the
the distant vessel. He saw she was bark rigged. war.
·

so
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CURRENT .NEWS
JIU-JITSU TAUGHT ENGLISH WOMEN
Women in Manchester, England have taken up
jiu-jitzu. Sev'eral classes have been organized
where the Japanese science is taught women and
girls to make them better able to look after
1.hemselves when out late at night.
LANDING WITH POCKET-SIZE
PARACHUTE
A pocket-size parachute has been invented by
Lieut. Freri of the Italian aviation forces in
Genoa. At a recent test •exhibition the Lieuten'.lnt jumped from an airplane at a height of 1,200
feet, and with his parachute succeeded in landing
smoothly.
BAREFOOT SLEEfWALKE R FOUND
WADING SNOW
Through many inches of snow, with a biting
wind prevailing, a woman walked three blocks
from her home in the north end of Winnipeg clad
only in her night attire.
She was a "sleep-walker," but it was the first
time she had ever left her house, she told a constable who acco§!ted her, awoke her from her
trance and returned her to her warm home.
BRAIN ABSCESS CAUSED BY NEEDLE ·
Alvin Volderbing of Reinbeck has no headache
to-day for the first time in twelve years. He
blew his nose Sunday and found a half-inch piece
of needle in his hahdkerchief.
Twelve years ago, when a soldier in the Philippines, Volderbing was kicked in the head by a
llorse. A surgeon operated and presumably left
part of a needle ~the man's head. Recently physicians diagnosed 1iis affliction as brain abscess
and forecast his early dElath.
WASHINGTON

FARMER HAS NATURAL
ICE BOX
Near Husum, Washington, a natural-ice cave
serves as a cold-storage warehouse for fruit, meat
and vegetables, accommodating not only the supplies of its owner, T. E. Ober, but of the neighbors as well. In fact, the unused space is so
large that it could conveniently hold the products
of a whole county.
•
This ice cave, one of several in the Trout Lake
region of Klickitat County, is one of the many
natural wonders of Mount Adams. Ober's cave
has a commodious entrance, and for a distance of
5everal hundred feet an average temperature of
·orty degrees is keenly perceptible. A strong
breeze of cold air constantly blows, and farther
into the darkness are the ice rooms and the freez;ng cold. The ceiling is hung with long columns
::f ice, which in summer drip to the floor. Ex1.lorations have failed to yield any other opening
'. '> the cave but the one employed by Ober as an
. ,trance. The rooms gradually recede and ap- arently join part of a glacier coming down from
.il4ount Adams.

FORMATIVE YEARS- OF YOUTH
The first five years of a child's life go farther
toward determining the mental condition of the
adult than any equal length of time between the
ages of five and twenty-four. This is the assertion of Prof. Arndftl Gesel, director of the PsychoClinic at Yale, New Haven, Conn., where a new
child movement has been instituted.
Doctor Gesell, professor of child hygiene at
. .ale, and author of books on child life, recently
told of experimental work in his clinic. He showed
with the help of moving pictures the reactions of
children at ten different age levels to various
tests, using the reaction of a child to a red block
for his test.
"At the age of one month," he said, "the child
does not heed the block. At three months he·
gives slight attention to it At six months he
takes hold of it.. At nine months he is able to
give attention sufficiently long to take hold of
two blocks. At twelve months, with two blocks
in his hands, he will endeavor to take hold of a
third with his teeth. At eighteen he is able to
erect a column of several blocks. At two years he
can take three blocks and make a bridge. At
three, four and five years of age he is able to do
tasks requiring greater skill and concentration
with the blocks.
"By taking a number of children in this way
and discovering what most children are able to do
at a given age, it is possible to lay down rules
as to what a normal child's reaction is," Doctor
Gesell said. "And when we have these rules, we
are able, by testing children in the light of them,
to discover whether or not a child is normal,
above normal, or sub-normal."
PUEBLO INDIANS KNEW THE USE OF
SURGERY
That the Pueblo Indians of the Stone Age had
surgeons who knew the use of splints and had attained to a certain surgical skill in setting frac•
tured bones is attested by the skeleton of a
young Aztec girl unearthed by the New York
Museum of Natural History in New Mexico. J'hi.s
skeleton, now on exhibition at the museum, makes
an interesting exhibit of this prehistoric Pueblo
surgery. 'I'he girl, apparently from twelve to
fifteenJears of age, suffered a serious accident
and di
from the effects, although the condition
of the skeleton attests the efforts of the surgeons
to save her life.
The left hip had been badly fractured, and a
portion of it had been broken away, around itl
were other breaks and dislocations. The treatment of the mos~ serious injuries was evidently
beyond the skill of the surgeons, but the left
forearm, which showed two breaks and extreJX!.e
dislocation, had been set by them. When the
skeleton was found at least six splints surrounded
the broken arm. The splints were of wood, and
they averaged seven inches in length, half an inch
in width, and three tenths of an inch in thickness.
being flat on the under side and rounded on the
upper. 1'he bandages had entirely rotted away,
but the remains showed that they had been ad,:,
justed in consonance with modern surgical meth•
ods.
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TIMELY TOPICS
NEW TYPE OF SPEAKERS
Radio loud speakers of concrete are the latest
type. A local inventor, after studying the echo
capacity of concrete construction, evolved a
speaker whih he claims eliminates all distortion.
BLINDFOLD COW KILLED
An automobile owner, whose machine killed a
cow recently won an award of $188 for damages
to his automobile. The cow had wandered onto
the highway blindfolded.
The jury held to the opinion- that a cow with a
burlap blindfold over its head has no legal right
on a State highway.
The suit was brought by William M. Tucker
of Standish against Edward O. Brown of Vassalboro, , owner of the cow.
AWAY ON BUSINESS
A few )'ears ago when a boy played hookey
from -school he usually was expected to be found
skating on a neighboring pond or, at the worst,
hunting rabbits with an air rifle. But today
youths are of a more adventurous nature.
At least Lawrence Koons, fourteen, is, for
while Lawrence's Des Moines (Ia.) teacher was
marking him absent from his junior high school
classes the other day, Lawrence was making a
trip to Omaha and back in an airplane alone. He
made the round trip of 300 miles in three hours.
He took his teacher a note the following day
to the effect that he had been away "on business."

CAR

RESTORED AFTER BEING SOLD
PIECEMEAL
A seven-passenger limousine stolen some time
ago, dismantled and sold piecemeal by thieves to
three different junk dealers, has been restored to
the owner in running condition by the Berlin police. All it needs is a coat of paint.
More than a dozen policemen and detectives
worked on the case off and on. Armed with the
numbers of all parts of the stolen car, which is
owned by a wealt):iy industrialist, the police gathered them in bit by bit until the police garage
mechanics were able to restore the car as it was
when stolen.
They found the motor in a second-hand accessory shop four months after the theft was reported. The chassis was found in a junk yard.
The owner was -satisfied to take back that much
of the car, but the police assured him it would
pay to wait. Two weeks ago they found the body
in another junk yard, and a few days later a cop
rang the doorbell of the industrialist's home to
tell him that his lost automobile was waiting outside.
CATS SCORN MICE
While millions of mice are confined by strategic trenches in an area nine by twelve miles in
the vicinity of the dry Buena Vista Lake, husdreds of letters are being received in Bakersfield,
Calif., advising methods of extermination.
Mercer County has offered to recruit an army
of cats and ship them to Kern County. Cats in
the infested district, however, are observed to be

absolutely indifferent to the rodents. One farmer
reported to the Commissioner's office here that
sixteen mice had taken shelter with a litter o1
kittens for warmth and that the mother cat had
adopted them.
Matthew McCurry, an official of the S. P. C. A.
at San Francisco, advi'ses use of country bred
cats. City cats, he says, do not know how to
forage and would do no good. Another adviser
suggests essence of peppermint and makes the
comment: "The mice simply cannot stand it and
will leave."
Because strychnine is used in poisoning the
wheat used in the tranch_es and is a stimulant as
well as a poison, the mice, just before they die
appear intoxicated into displays of befuddled
energy.
EX-CONVICTS ON PARO LE
-As proof that former convicts, restored to liberty on parole, can and do turn their talents to
money making in _a legitimate way, State Parole
Officer Ed W. Whyte announced that California
par~led men have earned a total of $12,581,681,69 s~ce the parole law was enacted in 1898.
His report, filed with Governor Richardson
states further that these men have managed t~
save $3,151,221.65 over the same period.
Acco?,"ding to Whyte's report, only 19 per cent.
have v10lated their paroles and only 6 per cent.
have committed new crimes.
. Whyte's statistics on the current parole situation show 2,043 men at liberty under jurisdiction
of the State Board of Prison Directors and only
fifty-one of them out of employment.
TELEPATHIST
ASTOUNDS
CHICAGO
INTELLIGENTSIA
A swarthy Egyptian telepathist has the Chicago intelligentsia figuratively standing on its
head. He looked into their brains and told them
what they were thinking about at that particular
moment. The seance was in the home of Juliuo
Rosenwald.
Ascoudar Kaldah Bey is the mind reader
Among -Mr. Rosenwald's guests were President
Emeritus Harry Pratt Judson of the University
of _C hicago; Harold H. Swift, Prof. James H.
Breasted, famous Egyptologist; Lessing Rosenthal, Dr. Louis Mann of Sinai Temple; Dr. M. L.
Goodkind and Prof. Theodore G. Soares and Prof.
Shaller Mathews of the Divinity School of the
University of Chicago.
"Kaldah's feats ranged from those familiar in
telepathy to others for which there are only two
or three precedents in the history of mental
science," said Edward Lasker, chess wizard.
"These ranged from grasping Mr. Rosenwald's
hand and stating correctly his mother's maiden
name to repeating word for word a sentence in
Arabic written by Professor Breasted.
"When Doctor Goodkind had in mind the medical term of a rare disease which would occupy
about three or four lines in print, the Egyptian
gave it correctly."
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Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They contain
Valuable Information on Almost
Every Subject.

- - LATEST ISSUES - 1219 Young Wild WPst and the Golden Image; or, Lured

THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP
No. 42.
8PEAKER.-Conta ining a varied assortm.Pnt of stump
speeches, Negro. Dutch and Irish. Also end men's jokes.
No. 44. HOW TO WRITE IN AN ALBUl\1.-A grand
collection of Album Verses suitable for any time and
occasion: embracing Lines of Love, Affection, Sentiment,
Humor. Respect. anrl Condolence; also Verses Suitable
,
for VaJpntinPA :ind Wpdrllngs.
No. 62. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.-A comp)pte and
handy little book, giving thP rules and full illrPCtlons
fnr playln!? Euchre. CrihbR<\'e. Casino. Fnrtv-tlve.
Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, Auction Pitch, All
Fours. and many other popular gamPs of cards.
No. 158. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.-A wonderful
little book. tPlling you how to write to your sweetheart,
your fathPr, mothPr. sister. brothet'. employer: and in
fart evnyhnilv anl1 anvhnilv you wish to write to.
No. 1515.

HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.-

No. 57.

HOW TO MAKE JIIUSI(JAL INi;ITRUl\fl"NTS.

Containing valuable Information regarding the collrctlnll' and arranging of stamps and coins. Handsomely
!llnstrated

-Full directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither,
Aeolian Harp, Xylophone and othPr musical instruments: togpther with a brief description of nPnrly evpry
musical lnatrument used in anclent or modern times.
Pr<>fuaely 11lnstratPd.
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-By Old King
Brady. the well-known dPtPctive. In which he Jays down
some valnablP rulPs for beginners. and also relates some
adventures of well-known i!PtPctivPs.
No. 61. HOW TO BECOllm A BOWLER.-A comp!Pte
manual of bowling. Containing full instructions for
playing all the standard American and German games·
together with rulea and systems in use by the princ!pai
bowling clnha.
l!fo. M. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRTCAL JIIA'1HTNES,
-Containing full directions for making electrical machines. in<luetion coiJA. clvnamns. And mnny ' novel tove
to be worked by electricity. By R. A. Bennett. Fully
!llustrated.
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to the VaJIPy of Death.
Balking a Raid; or, Ar!etta's Leap for Liberty.
Sa,dng thP Rlock-house; or, Arletta and the
Allies Attack.
and thP RPdsk!n Traitor; or, The Siege In the
S1tnl1 Hills.
Holding a Herd; or, Arletta's Fiery Race
aB~n~t~ Ten Cc>w-Punchers: or, Besting a Bad
Ca U!!'ht in a Cavern: or, Arletta's Shot In the
Dntk.
Dividing the Gold: or, Settllng a Claim Dispute.
Atter the Trail Thieves: or, Arletta's RoundUp.
And the Pawnee Paleface: or, The Old Hunter••
SPcret.
Racinll' a · Flood: or, Arletta Shooting the
Rapids
~ncln~flnto Peter": or, The Fight at Buckhorn

Escaping Denth: or, ArlPtta's Fifty Mlle Race.
Lost on the Desert: or, The Luck a Sand Storm
Brnu<\'ht.
1234 " Anti the Rroken Gun: or, ArlPtta's Quick Wit.
1235 ' FitbJ~~:h.t'h[,nf~t .boys: or, The Doom ot the
1236 " aJ~etl'..; ifeai~s.Dip: or, Arletta Fighting the
1237 " And "Tarantula Tom": or, The Worst "Bad
Man" In Arizona.
·1238 " and thP Sllent Six: or, Arietta•11 Round-Up to
a Cave.
1239 " astttl:~roken -Bow'': or, The Siege of the
1232
1233

"
"

For sale by all newsclealers, or will be aent to any
address on receipt of price, 10c. per copy.
ln money or stamps, by

Gathpring Gold; or, ArlPtta'R Wonderful Find.
Showing His Skill: or, The Shoot-Up at "ShowDown!'
Among the Apaches: or, Arietta and the Death
1242
Pit.
1243 " ancl the Onvernment Detective: or, Tracklng · a
Tricky Thief
On the Clilfs; or, Ar!etta's Desperate
1244 "
12<1.5 " an/1 the Ranchman's Boy: or, The Sheep Herder's RevPngp_
1246 " and the Rival Outfits: or, Arietta's Fight On
the CRttlP Range.
1247 " With the Cavalry: or, The Fight at Bear P88t1.
1248 .. Fdra1~.g a Fortune: or, Arletta and the Flooded
1249 " and the Mexican Raiders: or, Exposing a
Cattle · King
1250 " and the Dynamite Fiends: or, Arietta and
the Avengers.
1251 " and the Tenderfoot's Legacy: or, Baffling tha
Claim .Jumpers.
1232 " Helping the Sheriff; or, Arietta and the JllxprPss Thieves.
1253 " ancl the Phantom Canoe: or, Sol\'.ing a Strange
Mystery.
1254 " S<Juare Deal: or Arietta and the Rustler'•
Daughter.
1255 " Stoppin,r a "Ohost Dance;" or, The Charge ot
the GRIIRnt flth.
1256 " and the MRd Miner: or, Arletta and the Secret
of the Cliffs.
1257 " aY:ll~•~ k1r~a'i~t Bill:" or, The Man With the
12118 " and the Death Brand: or, Arletta's Great Risk.
1259 " Pawnee Pursuit: or, the White Flower of the
·
Reel skins.
1260 " and the MPxicnn Man-Trap: or, Arietta in the
Robhers' Den.
1261 " LlvPly LRrlat: or, Roping the Rustlers.
1262 " Duel with a Dozen ; or, Arietta's only Chance.
1263 ° Trailing a Treasure: or, Outwitting the Road
Agents.
1264 " Ruling a Ranch: or, Arletta and the Cow Girls.
120.5 " Strflight Shot; or, CornerPcl In a Chasm.
1266 " Mexican Mine: or, ArlPtta Breaking a Siege.
1267 " Hottest Trail· or. Winning a Big Reward.
1268 " Tr11cking a Horse Thief; or, Arletta and the
Wilcl Girl.
126U " Apache Friend: or, The Hidden Gold of the
.
P ecos.
1270 " Three Shots: or, Arietta and the Rattlesnakes.
1271 " and the Sky Pllot; or, The Ropers of "Rough
and R eady" Ranch.
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any
address on recelPt ot price, Sc. per copy, ln money u
posta~e stamp ■.
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166 West 23d Street

WESTBURY PUBLISHING CO., Inc.
New York Cit,
140 Cedar Street

No. 67.

HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.-Con•

No. 74.

now

tainlng a lnrge collpction of lnstrnctlvP nncl highly
amusing electrical tricks, together with lllustratlons. By
A. Anderson.
No. 69. H'f,W TO DO SLEIG;HT-OF-HA ND.-Contaln•
,Ing over tlftv of thP lntPst and beat tricks userl by ma•
glclans. Also containing the secret of second 'sight.
Fully !llustrated.
No. 72. HOW· TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.
-Embracing llll of the latest and most deceptive card
tricks with illustrations.
No. 78. now TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.Showing many curious tricks with figures and the magic
of numbers. By A Anderson . Fnlly llla~trated.

TO WRJTE LETTl':RS CORRECTLY.-

Containing full Instructions for writhfg letters on almost
nny suhject: also rnlPs for punctuation and composi•
tion, with specimen lPtters.
No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNF:S BY THE HAND.
-Containing rules for telling fortunes by the nld of
linP• of thP 111tnd. or the 8ecret of pnlmi•trv. Also the
secret of telling future events by· aid of moles, mars,
·
scars, etc. Illustrated.
No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH
peras
Tricks
CARDS.-Containi ng deceptive Card
formed by leading •conjurers and magicians.
No. 79. HOW TO BECOllm AN ACTOR.-Contalni ng
complete In s tructions how to make up for various charncters on the stage: together with the duties of the
Stnge Manager, Prompter, Scenic Artist and Property
Man.
No. 80- GTIS WTLLTAllfS' ,TOKE BOOK.-Containln g
the latest jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this
·
world-renowned German comei!ian.
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALllITSTRY.-Co ntaining the
most approved metho/1s of reading the lines on tho
hand, together with a full explanation of their meaning.
Also explaining phrenology and the key for telling
rharacter hy the bumps on the bend. By Leo Hugo
Koch, A.C.S. Fully lllustrated.
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